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PROLOGUE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF EURYDICE. 

SPOKElf BY MR. QUIN. 

Whxk this decisive night, at length, appears, 
The night of every author^s hopes and fears; 
What shifts to bribe applause, poor poets try? 
In all the forms of wit th^ court and lye: 
Thes^ raeanly beg it, as ah alms; and Thosei 
By boastful bluster dazzle and impose. 
Nor poorly fearful, nor securely vain. 

Ours would, by honest ways that grace obtain, 

• • , • 

Would, as a free-bom wit, be fairly tr/d : 
And then—- 'let truth and candour, fair, decide. 
He courts no friend, who blindly comes to praise; 
He dreads no foe— -but whom his faults may raise* 

Indulge a generous pride, that bids him own. 
He aims to please, by noble means, alone ; 
By what may win the judgment, wake the heart. 
Inspiring nature and directing art; 
By scenes, so wrought, so rais'd, as may command 
Applause, more from the head, than from the hand* 

Impo^rtant is the moral we would teach : 
(Oh may this Island practise what we preach !) 
Vice in its first approach with care to shun; 
The wretch who once engages, is undone. 
Crimes lead to greater crimes, and link so streight, 
What first was accident, at last is fate; 
Guilt's hapless servant sinks into a slave; 
And virtue's last sad strugglings cannot save. 

*^ As such our fair attempt, we hope to see 

Our judges here at least from influence firee; 

One place— unbiased yet by party rage,— 

Where only honour votes,— the Britijb stage*. 

We ask for justice, for indulgence sue: 
*' Our last beat licence must proceed from you/^ 
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AGAMEMNON. 



TRAGEDY. 



ACT L SCENE I. 
CLTTEMNSETRA sitting in a disconsolate posture^ and her 

. ATTENDANT. 
ATTENDANT. 

O Clytemnestra! O my royal mistress! 
Can then no comfort soothe your woes a while ? 
E'er since that flaming signal of sack'd Troy, 
That signal fix'd and prbmis'd T>y the king. 
Was seen some nights ago, nor food Has passM 
Your loathing lips, nor sleep has bless'd your 6yc8. 
Or if perhaps a transient slumber hushM 
Your sighs a moment, and restrained your tears ; 
Sudden, you, starting wildly, would exelaim 
Of guilt, Egisthus, Troy, and Agamemnon. 
Sure 'tis too much, my queen. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

. Away! a^ay! 
Since my lost state admits, of no relief^ 

B4 



S AGAMEMNON. 

To that sad comfort of the wretched Icare me. 
To jield me to myiorrowg. 

ATTEVDAirT# 

Hear me. Madam, 
Once the dear burden of these aged arms ! 
My tender care from life's firft opening bud I 
My joy! my glory I hear your faithful senrant. 
And, let me add, your friend. — ^In reason's eye. 
That never judges on a partial view, 
Far less than your misfortune is your guilt* 
Tour guilt.-^Forgive me, 'tis too harsh a word. 
For what deserves compassion more than blame. 
I know the treacherous ways by which you sunk, 
From pleasing peslce, to these unhappy fears> 
This anxious tumult.*-— — 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Hide me from the view ! 
All comfort is in yain« — Away ! 

Allow me 
To plead your injured cause against yourself. 

When Agamemnon led the Gretas to Troy^ 
And left you, Madtam, forthe pmnpiif war; 
Left you the pride of Gre^ce'in fuH4)towh beauty. 
The kindest mother and the fondest Wife i 
If Fame says true, for Trojan captives left you-— 
Sut that apart— HoMT did he lealre you, say ? 
A£9icted, out-rag'd, as at{ueeft ixiA modier^ 
Betrayed to AuUs with your ^fst4>onl bope^ 
The blooming Iphtg^ma, imder4ibmt '-'■ ' 
Of her Immediate marriage to Adulles i 
And there no sooner at the 
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ArriT'd, but you bebeld her spotless biood 

Stream on the sully'd altar of Diana^ 

The price of winds, of a dear-purchas'd gale. 

To bear them on to Troy. Thus picrcM with grief. 

Then firM by turns to rage, almost to vengeance. 

At an ambitious cruel haughty husband ; 

While all your passions were together mixd. 

And ready for a change i was you not left 

In a submissive soothing lover's power, 

Ordain'd your partner in the sovereign rule^ 

Cer Argos and Mycenae, but to you 

As pliant still as Agamemnon stately? 



CX.TTEMNESTRA9 Hfing. 

Alas ! too true I Tou touch the source of woe. 

Why did you leave me, barbarous Agamemnon I . f 

Why leave me weeping o'er a murder'd daughter ? 

Why helpless leave me tp a troubled mind ? 

Ah ! why yoursirif betray me to a lover ? 

What arts Egisthus us'd too well I know ; 

All that can softly steal, or gayly charm. 

The heart of wpman— -^Hence, dear sad ideas ! 

Destroyers hence«l And dare you tempt me still. 

Perfidious Sirens I in that very moment 

When your false charpi^ haye.iiprcck'd mypeace for ever ?^ 

Oh, Nature ! ixrhetefpre,: Natitre, arc we formed 

One contradicti9n?. the .continual spprt , , ,j, ; 

Of fighting p0wars I Oh I wherefore bajst.thpu sown . 

Such war Mdthii^ US, sju^bjinequal cpn^t^ ^ .. 

Between slow^ascNU ^^ vPP^uous^ passion ? 

Passion resistless Jmfn^s ^^^ay. 

Ere lingering reason tQ ,^}iT ^ 4^ 9S}i^tt . 

And to upbraid us, i|icftit..QQly fcanres* - ; 

Tormentor, «att»i,i-,,.. _ « . ;^, 



lo AG.MIEMNON. 

ATTEKDANT. 

Tou wrong yourself too much. 
Think^ Madam, how for years you baffled love : 
Nor could Egisthus, tho' he touch'd your hearty 
Tho* many a midnight tear, and secret sigh. 
To me, and me alone, disclosed the pangs 
That dimm'd your fading cheek ; yet could he not. 
With all his arts, his love, submission, charms, 
O'ercome the struggling purpose of your soul ; 
Till Melisander, to a desart isle^ 
He banish'd from your ear. 

CLTTEHNESTRA. 

Ah, Melisander! 
Given to the beasts a prey, or wilder famine ; 
Ah, perish'd friend ! serene directing light. 
By Agamemnon left to guide my counsels ; 
Whom every science, every muse adomM, 
While the good honest heart entich'd them all ; 
Oh hadst thou still remained, then I, diis day. 
Had been as glorious as I now am wretched ! 
There breathes a felt divinity ih virtue. 
In candid unassuming generous virtue. 
Whose very silence speaks ; and wmch inspires. 
Without proud formal lessens, a disdain ; '/ 

Of mean injurious vice. Btit lost with him, "*- 

With Melisander, reason, honour, pride. 
Truth, sound advice, my better geftius fed; 
I friendless, flatterM, impottun'd and charmed. 
Was left alone with all-seducing love 5 
Love to the future blind, each sober thought. 
Each consequence despising, scorning all. 
But what its own enchanting dreams suggest. 
What could I do ? — ^Away ! self-flattering guilt ! 
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I should have thought^ when honour once is sull^'d. 

Not weeping mercy's tears can wash it clean ; 

And that one blot on mine difFii^'d a stain 

O'er the prood honour, of a wedded Iciiigf 

And o'er mj children 's^ my poor bb^neless children's ! 

Whose cheeks will kindle at their mother's name : 

I should have thought*^Would I coiild think no more t 

To think is torture ! 

ATTENDANT. 

What avails it, Madam->- 

' ; . ' . 

CLTTEMNESTRA. 

OMelisander! if the dead cpuld heart 
I would invoke thy friendly influence now^ 
Would wish thee present in this hour of troublct 
Perhaps there is in wisdom, gentle wisdom. 
That knows our frailties, therefore can forgive. 
Some healing comfort for a i^uilty mind. 
Some power to charm it into peace agaiuj 
And bid it smile anew with right affections. 
No ! fruitless wish ! — It cannot, cannot be ! 

' • r ' • ' * • 

_ f • * • • • 

Egisthus who mayiienceforth ^iye me laws. 
Dread of discovery, that worst tyrant, shame, 
And my own conscious bloited heart forbid it, ^ 
Forbid retreat , 

ATTENDANT. 

Madam, behold thccipan. 
Who, then upon the watcliy <^serv'd the signal 
Of conqu^r'd Troyj^^ and^now attends^ your orders 
To give a full account of what l^e saw. 
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S9ENE n. 

CLTTBMMESraAy ier ATTEHBAHTh imd iti MAN wio 

otserved tie signal. 

CLTTEMirSBTAA. 

Are yott then sure that you beheld tlus ngnal ? 
Or was it not fome Tision of the bnua. 
That painted^ while you slept, your waking wish? 
Or else periiaps some meteor of the night? 

Madam, Troy doubtless lies one heap. of ruins; 
I saw the signal of its fate distinctly. 
Tlie night was dark and still. A heayier gloom 
Ne'er covered earth. In lowering clouds, die stars - - 
Were muffled deep; and not one ray, below. 
O'er all Mycense glimmered, or around it. 
When strait at farthest east, a s«ddy light 
Sprung up, and, wide increasing roll'd along $ 
Py turns diminished, and by turns renewed, 
A wave of fire: at last, it flam*d, ccmfess'd. 
From isle to isle, and beachy point to point ; 
Till the last blaze at Nauplia ended, plain. 
A glorious sight, and as a Greek rejoic'd fiie. 

CLYTEMI^BSTRA. 

How sits the wind i ' 

It blows from Troy, direct; 
A bold and steady gale. 

CIiTTSMNXSTRA. 

Tis well. Retire, 
our care and faithful pains shall be rewarded. 
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t ■ 

SCENE m. 

t 

CLTTEMNESTRA. 

He comes! he comes! the hapless victor comes! 
Even now his trophy'd vessel streaks the main. 
And ploughs the irillpws with triumphant prow j 
Or by glad trowds teceivM, perhiaps, he hails 
Hb native shore, and presses on to shame. 
Even now with glory charg'd, with conquest gay, 
Crown'd with the laurels of ten famous years. 
He dreams to join them to the peaceful olivej 
And a&er ruggpd toils and perilous war. 
Soft tx> r^se him on the mystic bed 
Of calm domestic bliss. How vgii^ the hopes! 
How short die prospect of beUeytng man ! 
t dare not look before mCt ^^^ not paisiC 
The rising storm* 

ATTJtKDANT. 

Behpid E^^vs, Madam. 

' ' CtTTEHNESTRA. 

Lea?M5 me» 






scEatW. 



CLTTEMNESTftS,* EGI STH0S. 



And b it thus, O Clytemnestia, 
Thus tfaa^ in hours of danger^ k»vers meet? 



f4 AGAMEMNON. 

Still €X>Idlj silent^ still the look arertedt 
Where not one softness glows i While anger, fear. 
Disgust, and sick repentance, shifting, cloud 
Tour varied cheek. Tis phiii yoA never lov'd* 

CLTTEMNESTRA. 

Oh that I nerer bad! 

X6ISTHUS. 

Tott nerer did. . 

* 

The very power to wish it proves JQU did not* 

CLTTEMVESTKA. 

He ne'er .deserved mj love, who dares suspect it. 

EGISTHVS. 

Not to suspect it, wes^ess were and fdly. 

CITTCMNESTRA. 

Nor only doubt; believe your doubts. 

EGXSTHUS^, 



I do. 



CLYTEMKESTRA. 

You do! 



.EOISTH US. 

Nay more, am of dieir truth assur'd. 

CLYTEMNE8TRA. 

fTis base, ungrateful, an ungenerous insult. 
To tell me this. Urge not too far, Egisthus, 
Urge not too far my guilt-dejected spirit. 
Tho' you have trampled 6n my haughty virtue. 
That noble pride of soul, which knows no fear» 
And bears no insult; yet to you, at least. 
To you of all mankind, I will be bold. 
As I had never crr'd, willvbe a queen, 
1^ blood of Jove, be Clytemnestra stilL 
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EGISTHOS. 

Be temperate, Madam : I have told you nothing. 
But that I am not worthy of your love, 

CLTTEXNE8TRA. 

Curse on that pride! .'^irhich, with affected brow, 
Humility conceals. And am I then so vile, 
So lost to reasdn, honour, common»honour ; 
As without love, diat all*<ompeliing fury. 
Without debasing, t^ughdess, blind bKnd love; 
To bow me from the hei^t of happy life. 
To this low fearful state of coward shame ? 
Mistake me not*-— I would not waste one word. 
One passing word, affronted thus to save you 
From jealousy's worst rage ; did not, alas ! 
A kind of mournful justice to myself 
Tear from my swelling heart the mean confession. 
How art thou fallen ! to what dishonour fallen ! 
Unhappy Clytemnestra ! 

EGISTHirS. 

Harsh construction ! 
And yet these frowns delight, that anger charms me. 

O more than lovely ! O majestic fair one! 
Since you then know the jealous force of love» 
Forgive its tender fears, its fond ojScnce; 
Ofience I could not mean. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

lUffated sihe{ 
Who must forgive. • 

£Of8THUft% / 

Nay, rather cast me from pu. 
Than thus upbiaid mci With so ibre'd a ^ardoiK 
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O Clytemnestn where are now tbose lookf , 
Those looks of uniling heayen, of radiant sweetness^ 
That wak'd our mom of love ? Within whoK q>here» 
No eril dnrst approach, no sadness dwell ; 
While the chann'd gazer knew nor fear nor danger? 
And set they then at last in gloomy quaneb ? 
Let us not quarrel, why should loTers. quarrel? 
life is for that too short, too precious time^ 
These moments chiefly, these impetuous moments, 
That to the brink of ruin seem to roll 
Our mingled fate. Even now— 

CLTTXMirESTItA. 

Tistruef Tlstruc! 
Alas ! methinks in every hollow blast, 
That shakes this palace, Agamemnon comes* 
Tes, yes, Egisthus, still a proof remains, 
A matchless proof of love, I mean to give you. 
Glad will I throw this regal pomp aside. 
And, instant, with you seek some distant country. 
Some gloomy Thracian dale, where piny Hemus 
May wrap us^ in impenetrable shade ! 
There, there, the coarsest life, fed by hard toil, 
Will be luxurious ease to what I feci. 
To this big pang that labours at my Heart, 
And fires my mingling passions into anguidi. 
Quick! let us fly, Egisthus, fly this moment ! 
The next may seize us, bind us down to shame. 
Detested shame ! 

EGISTHUS. 

What! Clytemnestra ! ffyf 
That is indeed the road direct to shame, 
To infamy for ever. He who flies. 
In war or peace, who hit great purpose yields. 
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He is the only villain of thia world: 

But he who laBours firm and gains his point. 

Be what: it will, which crowns him with success* 

He is the son of fortune and of fame. 

By those adniir'd, those specious TiDains most. 

That else had beMow'd out reproach against him. 

Besides. your husband, your vain-glorious husband. 
Proud Agamemnon, who ten years has warr'd 
At Troy, to scourge your sister Helen's rape. 
Dream you that he 'would not pursue our flight, 
Tho' we took shelter in Cimmerian shades. 
And drag us back, the scorn of hissing Greece, 
To then deserv'd, to true, unpity*d shame? 

CLYTEMNESTlfA." 

Excuse my weaker heart. But how, Egisthus, 
How shall I bear an injur'd husband's eye ? 
The fiercest foe wears not a look so dreadful. 
As does the man we wrong. 

EGISTHUS. 

Madam, your fears 
Cast a false glare upon your troubled reason. 
That blinds it quite. — An injur'd husband he ! 
He wrong'd ! No, Clytemnestra never, never, 
Can never wrong her tyrant Agamemnon, 
Tyrant of common Greece^ can never wrong 
The man who leaves her ten regardless years. 
For the vain honours of a foolish war; 
Nay, who consum'd those years, if Fame speaks true. 
In nothing less than war; instead of war. 
In shameful squabbles with his nobler friends. 
About their captive females, training out 
An amorous revel rather dian si virar, * 

Far from his countryjy.&iiiiily-, Aild (|aetn» - , 

VOL. III. c 



1 8 AGAMEMNON. 

And can you wrong thU false one ? Think of AuUsy 

How basely to that port yoa was betray'd^ 

And what dire nuptials waited there your daughter. 

Think with what price he bought his cruel trophies* 

Behold the first bom blossom of your youths 

Your Iphigenia, her mild eyes dejected. 

Her cheek o'ercast with fear, her bosom bare. 

An helpless, harmless, uncomplaining victim, 

Stabb'd by the murderous Calchasi whilst her father. 

Her unrelenting father, to protect 

The sacrifice, stands by* Behold, she bleeds. 

Pours the rich stream she drew from that fair bosom. 

Falls like a drooping flower untimely cut ; 

And all to purchase for her sire's impatience. 

From some fell demon that bely'd Diana, 

A rising gale. The gale begins to blow. 

The pendants flutter; when away he goes. 

Gaily he goes; and leaves a wretched mother 

To weep her murder'd child. If yet one spark 

Of wonted spirit bums in Clytemnestra, 

If she still lives to justice and to nature; 

These, these are wrongs that call aloud lor vengeance ; 

And there are hands that boldly — ^start not, Madam— ^ 

That will with pride avenge you. 

CLYTKMNESTRA* 

Ha! what hands? 
What vengeance, say ? Touch not so wild a string; 
It wakes new discord in my jarring soul. 
To the just gods> not us^ pertaineth vengeance. 
I cannot, will not, e*er consent to — Gods ! 
Where roves my tongue ? — You did not mention that, 
You did not mean it sure — O spare, Egisthus, 
In pity spare my last remains of virtue ! 
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Oh make me not beyond recovery vile! 
A horror to myself ! — how wretched they. 
Who feel, yet cannot save, their dying virtue ! 

[^ sbout heard. 
What means this transport of the madning people ? 
Oh my presaging heart ! — Save me ! — Again ! 
Ah! little think they how their joy diftra£ls me ! 

EGISTHUS. 

Some move this way — Resume your temper, Madam. 

SCENE V. 

To CLTTEMNBSTRl OH OtlPlCEK ieloftgiflg U lii C^UTt. 

> 

OFFICER. 

Madam the king is near, from Nauplia comes } 
But such rejoicing crowds around him throng. 
As makes his journey slow. Just now arriv'd 
Talthybius brings the news, and craves admittance. 

.CLYTEMKCSTRA. 

Condufl him hither. 

SCENE. VI 

CLTTEMMESTRA, alofff^ 

Oh too faithful signal I 
Now must I take another step in vice. 
Down, stubborn heart! and learn dissimulation: 
Yes, learn to smile, tho' sorrow wrap thee round ; 
Learn to be friends with baseness. — See I how gay 
This Herald strides along ! Mistaken mm ! 

c 2 
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SCENE VII. 

CLTTfiMNESTRAy TALTHTBius, with some Grccuui soldUrs 

that attend him. 



CLTTEMNESTRA. 

Welcome Talthybius; welcome ye bnye Greeks^ 
How fares the king ? 

TALTHYBIUS. 

Madam, the king is well ; 
Healthy happiness^ and glory, join to crown him. 
His heart impatient to confer with yours, 
Sends nie before him with its warmest wishes. 
Its warmest gratulations. << Tell/' he said, 
« Go tell my Clytemnestra, that the thoughts 
<< Of meeting her awake a dearer joy 
<< Than conquest ever gave : even tedious seems, 
<< My people's love, that loses me a moment." 

This crown, which circled once the royal brows 
Of Hecuba, of Priam's lofty queen. 
He prays you to accept. 



CLTTEMNESTRA. 

There set it down. 
I own, Talthybius, the soft moisture fills 
My womanish eyes, while on the sudden turns 
Of fate I think, on fortune's sad reverses. 
Oft when blind mortals think themselves secure, 
In height of bliss, they touch the brink of tuin. 
But sure your voyage has been wondrous quick. 
Not three full days««— Is all the fleet returned? 
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TALTHYBirS. 

No, Madam ; none, except this single ship. 
Which bore the king : the rest are scatter'd wide. 

When to the joyous breeze we spread our sails, 
And left that bay, where Simois and Scamander 
Mix with the rapid Hellespont ; while Troy, 
Or what was Troy, yet wreathing smoke to heaven, 
And Ida*s woody top, receding, sunk 
Beneath the trembling main, the sky was fair j 
And, wing'd our course with slender airs,, we saiFd, 
Till strait, as evening fell, the fluttering gale,. 
Encreasing gradual from the red north-east. 
Blew stiff and fierce. At last the tempest howl'd. 
Next morning, nought but angry seas and skies 
Appear'd, conflifling, round. Mean time, right on^ 
Our strong-ribb'd vessel drove before the blast, 
That, falling somewhat of It*s fury, gave us 
A quick auspicious voyage. Safe, we pass'd 
The Cyclad isles, that, o'er the troubled deep, 
Seem'd then to float amidst the mingling storm. 
Only at one, with much ado, we touch*d, 
Nor without risque. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

And why ? 

TALTHYBIirS. 

Madam, compell'd 
By sacred pity. On the foaming beach, 
A miserable figure beckoning stood. 
Horrid and wild, with famine worn away. 
His plaintive voice, half by the murmuring surge 
Absorpt, just reach'd our ears. In Greek he call*dj^ 
And strong adjur'd us by the gentle gods, 
T hat make the wretched their peculiar carCi 

c 3 
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To bear him thence, from saya^e solitude. 
Into the cheerful haunts of men again* 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

What ? — Of condition look'd he ? 

TALTHYBIUS. 

So he seemM ; 
Tho' dimm'd by helpless solitary life. 
The king regards him much — Forgive me, Madam ; 
I see the rueful image but disturbs 
Your generous soul. 

CII^YTEMNESTIIA. 

I thank you, good TalthyUus ) 
And from the king himself will learn the rest. 
This ring, on which a viftory is carv'd 
"^th curious art, befits the news you bring. 
I am your debtor still ^ and, soldiers, yours. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

CLYTEMNESTRA, ATTENDANT. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Arriv'd so soon ! I am not half prepared : 
My features all are sunk with conscious shame ^ 
My eyes are yet too tender to dissemble. 

ATTENDANT. 

Madam^ be firm. Wipe off these gloomy tears. 
In which too plain is read your troubled soul. 
Just now the trumpet spoke the king's approach* 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Tiscome, at last, the trying hour is come ! 
Oh that my heart were hard, and features false N 
Again these trumpets swell 

ATTENDANT. 

A moment. Madam, 
A moment will betray yo.u. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Open, Earth, 
And swallow up my shame ! — ^What can I do ? 
Where look? what say ? confusion ! torture ! 

ATTENDANT. 

Madam — — • 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ah, coward that I am ! Was there no dagger 
To save this tenfold death ? 

c 4 
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ATTENDAWT. 

Hark I loud and neari 
The triumph comes. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

1^ ell— give me breath 



[^Endeavouring to compose her agitation. 

AGAMEMNON) behind the Scenes* 

A moment 
Leave me, my friends. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ha ! heard you not his voice ? 
Yes, yes, *tis he ! Go bring my children hither ! 
They may relieve me. 

ATTEKDANT. 

O remember! 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

Heavens ! 
SCENE II. 

AGAMEMNON, CLYTEMNESTRA. 
AGAMEMNON. 

Where is my life ! my love ! my Cl^rtemnestra ! 
O let me press thee to my fluttering soul. 
That is on wing to mix itself with thine ! 
O thou, for whom I live, for whom I conquer, 
Than glory brighter ! O my Clytemnestra ! 
Now, in this dear embrace, I lose the toils 
Of ten years war ! absence, with all its pains, 
Is by this charming moment wip'd away. 



AGAMEMNON. as 

All-bounteous gods ! Sure, never was a heart 

So full, so blest as mine. — iDiscovering her disorder^ 

But whence, my fairest! 
What mean these tears ?— Not tears of happy lo?c. 
Such as I shed. — ^What means that clouded look. 
Whose downcast sweetness will not shine upon me i 
Why tjiis cold meeting ? Why unkindly damp'd 
My ardor thus ? Oh speak, my Clytemnestra ! 

CLYTEMKESTRArf 

Forgive me, Agamemnon ; but I cannot^ 

Alas ! I cannot see your face again. 

Without reflecting where I saw you last. 

Aulis is present to my eyes anew. 

The ships, the chiefs, the guards, the bloody Calchas, 

All the dire pomp of sacrifice around : 

Anew my daughter bleeds, basely deceived ! 

And when I see that awful brow, that doomM her. 

Can Agamemnon wonder at my tears ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Why will my Clytemnestra add new stings 
To what here, rankles but too deep already ? 
Ah ! why impute to me the work of Fate ? 
*Tis not indulging private inclination. 
The selfish passions, that sustains the world. 
And lends its rulers grace \ no, 'tis not thence 
That glory springs, and high immortal deeds : 
The public good, die good of others, still 
Must bear fond nature down, in him who dares 
Aspire to worthy rule ; imperious honour 
Still o*er the most distinguish'd lords it most. 
Was it for me ? — Let even your passions judge— 
For Agamemnon was it, when ordain'd. 
By common voice, the general of the Greeks ( 
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While twenty kings beneath mj banner marched ^ 
And while around me full-assembled Greece^ 
Indignant^ kindled at your sister's rape. 
On her old native foe demanding vengeance. 
On faithless Asia : Was it then for me, 
To quench this glorious fiame ? And to refuse 
One life to thousands, to those generous thousands^ 
That for my honour, for the dearer honour 
Of Clytemnestra's family, stood all 
Prepared to die ? If to the mingled voice, 
Of honour, duty, glory, public good. 
Of the commanding gods, I had been deaf ; 
And, in the feeble father, poorly sunk 
The Greek, the chief, the patriot, and the king, 
Greater than king, the general of the Greeks ^ 
Then you yourself, my Clytemnestra's self. 
Must (let her heart avow the truth) have scom'd me. 
Nor think it was an easy resignation. 
Oh Clytemnestra ! Had you seen within. 
What here within my tortur*d bosom pass'd ; 
To that my battles since were only spost. 
No, not the kindest mother, bath'd in tears. 
As o'er her agonizing babe she hangs. 
Feels what I sufier'd then — You may remember- 
Again the father melts me at the thought— 
Tou may remember how I hid my face ; 
Asham'd to let the Greeks around behold 
The tears, that misbecame their general s cheek. 
Then cease to blame what rather merits pity, 
I might add praise. — ^He, who the father's heart 
More tender has than mine, too tender has it. 
I love my children, as a father should j 
Besides, I love them from a softer caoaes 
I love my Clytemnestra. 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Had, alas ! 
Had Agamemnon lov*d me, would he, nay, 
Could he have left me in the rage of grief. 
My daughter yet fresh bleeding in my sight ? 
Left me so long ? love surely must have founds 
In the wide round of ten revolving years. 
Some way to see me, to prevent these sorrows — 
Why was I thus abandonM, Agamemnon ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Let me kiss off these tears* O beauteous tears 1 

I 

If shed by doubting love, if shed for absence* 
Instead of these reproaches, ask me rather, 
How I that absence bore : and here all words, 
All eloquence is dumb, to speak the pangs. 
That lurk'd beneath the rugged brow of war. . 
When glaring day was closM, and hush'd the camp. 
Oh ! then, amid ten thousand other cares. 
Those stung die keenest that rememberM thee. 
That on my long-left Cl^emnestra thought. 
On what wild seas and mountains lay between us. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Unhappy man ! 

AGAUEMNOSr. 

* 

What says my Clytemnestra ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Unhappy mortals ! by vain words deceived) . 
To their own pride, to joyless honour slavey* 

AGAMEMNON. 

He, he, alone, can claim a right to bliss. 
Who has fulfiU'd the painful task of honour* 
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CLYTEMNESTRA* 

But what aTaib a right to vanisb'd bliss 1 

ilGitNEMKOX. 

Let me once more adjure thee, Gytemnestraf 
By every tender name of love adjure thee. 
To lose in kind oblivion these our past — 
I would not call them quarrels — Ah I there was. 
There was a time — I will indulge the thought — 
When everlasting transport tun'd our souls : 
When join*d to vernal life, the spring of love 
Around us gaily bbw'd I and heaven and earth. 
All smiling nature look'd delighted on. 
Tety would my Clytemnestra lend her aid, 
I know a passion still more deeply charming 
Than fever*d youth e*er felt ; and that is love. 
By long experience mellowed into friendship. 
How far beyond that froward child of fancy ! 
With beauty pleas'd a while, anon disgusted, 
Seeking some other toy ; how far more noble 
Is this bright offspring of unchanging reason. 
That fonder grows with age, and charms for ever I 

It is not often, Clytemnestra, thus. 
That I submit to double my entreaties ; 
But, oh destroy not the collected hopes 
Of life and love ! Oh make not conquest hateful I 
I shall abhor it, if it cost me thee. 
Cost me thy love. A daughter was too much. 
And ten years absence from my Clytemnestra. 
Add not to these a loss I cannot bear. 
The loss of thee, thou loveliest of thy sex ! 
And once the kindest ! 

CLYTEMKESTRA. 

Oht ' 
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AGAMEMNON. 

Turn not away ; 
There is relenting goodness in thy look. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Alas ! untimely fondness — Agamemnon ! 
Too generous Agamemnon ! you distress me. 
Would you were not so kind^ so tender> now ! 
Or ne'er had been so cruel I 

AGAMEMNON. 

"Tis unjust 
To call me cruel. Fate, the Gods, our fortune 
Were cruel to us both — ^What could I more 
To sooth our parting woes, and ease my absence f 
I left you Melisander to advise you. 
Left you the wisest, faithfuUest and best — 
Oh whispering nature I Are not these my children i 



SCENE III. 

AGAMBHKON, CLTTEMNfiSTRA, ELECTRA, ORESTES. 

AGAMEMNON. 

My daughter ! my Electra I 

ELECTRA. 

O my father ! 

AGAMEMNON. 

Come to my arms, my boy ! my dear Orestes ! 
In whom I live anew, my younger self I 
And thou, Electra 1 in thy opening cheek 
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I mark tfay mother't bloom : eren so tbe look'd^ 
Such the mild light with which her beauty dawn'd. 
Oh thou 8oft image of my Clytemnestra I 
My other Iphigenia i 

ElECTRA. 

Oh my jEather I 
My joy I my pride I my glory ! whom» in dreamst 
I oft have seen, as if return^ from Troy ; 
But still unwelcome morning, with a tear, 
Wip'd out the dear iUusion of the night. 
And is it then no more a faithless rision ? 
Oh, 'tis my father I whose departure hence. 
And Iphigenia's death, I juft remember. 
How glorious, Iphigenia, was thy death I 
A death I envy rather than lament. 
Who would not die to gain immortal fame. 
Deliver Greece, and crown a father's glory ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

I 

Come to my arms again, my generous daughter ! 
And thou my son ! O that thy tender years 
Had sufFer'd thee to share our toils at Troy ! 
'Tis war that forms the prince : 'tis hardship, toil ; 
^Tis sleepless nights, and never-resting days i 
'Tis pain, 'tis danger, 'tis afironted death ; 
'Tis equal fate for all, and changing fortune ; 
That rear the mind to glory, that inspire 
The noblest virtues and the gentlest manners. 
Where shall I find, to teach thee these, Orestes, 
Another Troy ? 

ORESTES. 

How happy had I been ? 
To have beheld what I must only hear ! 
But I ynU bear it often, every day ; 
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Win leara your story, study your example; 
Will try to mix your virtues with your blood. 
And not disgrace the laurels I inherit. 
My bosom flatters with I know not what-— 
—Forgive me. Sir, I am too young to say it— 
But something here I feel, which bids me hope 
That I shall not betray my fadier*$ honour. 

AGAM£MX0K« 

Son of my soul ! — Look here, my Clytemnestra 1 
Look here and weep with tenderness and t ran s p o r t ! 
What is ail tasteless luxury to this ? 
To these best joys, which holy love bestows ? 

Nature ! parent Nature 1 thou alone 

Art the true judge of what can make us happy ! 

Eiiter am officer lelongwg to the cmrU 

OFFICHR. 

Egisthus, Sir, attends. 

AGAMEHNOV. 

Go, bid him enter« 
Retire, my Clytemnestra, my dear children : 
We soon shall meet again, till then farewelL 

SCENE IV. 

AGAMEMNOK. 

Obey me, features, for one supple moment: 
Tou shall not long be tortu/d. Here, in courts^ 
We must not wear the soldier's honest face* 
He little thinks I hare him in die snare 
Of Melisander, whom, in my return, 

1 from that desart idand chanced to sare. 
To which the ruffian——-* 
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SCENE V. 

AGAMSMNONy EGI8THU«« 
EOISTHUS. 

Health to Agamemnon I 
And happiness responsive to his glory I 

AOAMEMVOir. 

Cousin, I greet you well. 

■ 

EGISTHUS. 

Forgive me» Sir. 
Tou have surpriz'd us with this quick return : 
For by that signal, whose illustrious flame 
Rejoic*d all Greece, we did not hope your presence 
These three days hence. Forgive, that, unprepared. 
We only with that joy, that loyal transport. 
Which swell each Grecian bosom, thus receive you* 
And truly such a burst I have not seen 
Of that best triumph. City, country, all. 
Is in a gay triumphant tempest tost. 
I scarce could press along. ' Th^ trumpet's voice 
Is lost in loud repeated shouts that raise 
Your name to heaven. Ten thousand eyes^ below^ 
Ake to behold the conqueror of Troy. 

AGAMEMNON. 



The noblest praise that can salute my par. 

The sweetest music, is my people s joy. 

But sure your tongue has done it ample justice ; 

Trust me, you blazon a description well. 

I have not heard so much obliging speech 

These many yearjs. 
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KOISTHUS. 

I 

Misconstrue hot my zeal : 
On the full heart obedient language waits. 
I feel so deep your glory, Agamemnon, 
As mingles with niy joy a sort of passion. 
That almost touches envy. O ye gods ! 
Has, while I liv'd, a war the most renowned 
Which any age e*er saw, or shall again 
Be seen ; a war, whose never-dying fame 
Will cover earth, and reach remotest time. 
Has such a war adoxzi'd my days, and I 
Not shared it's glory i Piling here, unknown^ 
In nameless peace— -Jiow have I lost my life? 

This ardor is the «$K)4e. But know, Egisthus, 

That ruling a frpe j^eople well in peace. 

Without Qr yielding or usurping power ; 

Maintaining firip the honour of the laws. 

Yet sometimes softening their too ligid doinxiy 

As mercy may require; steering the state. 

Thro' factious storms, or the more dangerous calms 

Of peace, by long continuance grown corrupt ; 

Besides the fair career which Fortune opens 

To the mild glories of protected arts. 

To bounty, to beneficence, to deeds 

That give the gods themselves their brightest beams : ' 

Yes, know that these are, in true glory equal, 

If not superior, to deluding conquest : 

Nor less demand they conduct, courage, <are. 

And persevering toil. 

VOL. III. x> 
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EGI8THUS. 

Say, thankless toil. 
Harsh and uopleasing; that instead of praise 
And due reward, meets oftner scorn, reproach^ 
Fierce opposition to the clearest measures : 
Injustice, banishment, or death itself: 
Such is the nature of malignant man. 
Not so the victor's meed : him all approve^ 
Him all admire* 

AGAHEMKOir. 

Tettho* a toilsome task, 
Tho' an ungrateful labour oft to rule ; 
I not so hardly of mankind, Egisthus, 
Presume to judge. Truth, wisdom, courage, justice. 
Beneficence, and for the public good 
A constant tenor of well laid designs^ 
Must still be awful in the worst of timesy 
Be amiable, dear ; while worth, at last. 
Will light up worth, and virtue kindle virtue. 
Tou was however eas'd of half the tcnl. 
By him I left to counsel Clytemnestra, 
By Melisander. 

EGISTHUS. 

Would to heaven I had t 

AGAMEMKOK. 

You much amaze me. — ^Is not Melisander 
Wise, just, and faithful ? 

EGISTHUS. 

Sir, I must confess 
He wore a specious mask- 
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Beware, ^istjius; 
I know his stedfast worth, and will not bear 
The farthest hint that stsuns the man I love. 

£GISTHUS. 

Then urg'd by truth, and in my own defence, 

I boldly will assert him, Agamemnon, 

To be more apt to trouble and embroil. 

Than serre a state. A certain stubborn virtue, 

I would say afiectation of blunt virtue. 

Beneath whose outside froth, fermenting lay 

Pride, envy, faction, turbulence of soul. 

And democrative views, in some sort made him 

A secret traitor, equally unfit 

Or to obey or rule. But that I checks 

His early treasons, here at your return. 

You might have found your kingdom a republic. 

AGAMEMNOK. 

O I shall lose all patience I — {Aside. 

Tou do well. 
To give your accusation open speech. 
Meantime, remember you must fully prove it, 
Tou must ! — And he who Melisander proves 
The wretch you have described, proves man is vain. 
And saps the broad foundations of all trust. 
I know he would not patiendy look on. 
And suflPer ill designs to gather strength, . 
Awaiting gentle seasons; yes, I know. 
He had a tropblesome old fashion'd way 
Of shocking courtly ears with horrid truth. 
He was no civil ruffian ; none of those. 
Who lie with twisted looks, betray with shriigs- 
I wax too warm — But he was none of those, 
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Is none of those dust-licking, reptilei close^ 
Insinuating, qpeckled, smoodi court-serpentSy 
That make it ao unsafe, chiefly for kings. 
To walk this weedy world — Pardon my heat-« 
I wander from the purpose— Tou, Egisthus, 
Must prove your charge, to Melisander*s face 
Must prove it. 

EGISTHV8. 

Surely — Since the princely faith 
Of your own blood you doubt 

AGAMEMVOK. 

Friendship and truth 
Are more a-kin to me than blood. 

EG1STHX7S. 

You shall. 
You shall have proof; but to his face you cannot. 

AGAMEMNON. 

But to his face I will ! — I cannot! why ? 

EGISTHUS. 

He wanders far from hence, I know not where: 
For when I found him an undoubted traitor, 
Tho' he the heaviest punishment deserv'd ; 
Yet in regard t& that esteem, which, once, 
You deigned to bear him, banishment alone 
Was aU I did inflict. 

■ 

AGAMEMNON. 

I thank you, Sir— 
O you are wondrous good ! — But tell me, how, 
How durst you meddle in the sphere assign'd 
To Qytemnestra ? He was left to her $ 
To be her coimsellor I left my friend, 
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Left Melisander j left a man, whom long, 
Whom well I knew ! perhaps to check you, left him : 
And you pretend, you ! — But I will be calm— 
These passions in a king to his inferiors. 
Who cannot answer equal, are not comely. 
Forgive my transport — A more quiet hour 
Shall sift this matter to the bottom, shall 
Do Melisander or Egisthus justice. 



SCENE VI. 



£6I8THVS. 



Now go thy way, weak, openhearted man. 

Thus to declare the ruin thou intendest. 

Go, rate thy Trojan slaves ; and elsewhere practise 

This insolence of camps. Tame, as I seem. 

Submissive, mild, and patient of thy threats ; 

Yet, ere to-morrow's sun beholds Mycenae, 

My sure-aim*d blow shall pierce thy swelling heart. 

And cool this tyrant fever in thy veins. 

Were not our blood, our kindred blood at variance, 

And therefore burning with immortal hate; 

Had not thy father Atreus, at a banquet, 

A dreadful banquet ! from whose sight the sun 

Turn'd back eclips'd, serv'd — ^Monstrous !— up to mine, 

To his own brother, to the pale Thyestes, 

His murder'd sons : didst thou not wear a crown 

Then by thy father ravish'd from our line, * 

Mycenx's crown, which he unjustly seiz'd. 

And added to his own, to that of Argos : 

Had I not stain'd thy bed with Clytemnestra : 

Tho' safety did not urge, and 8elf-<lefence ; 
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Yet this vile treatment, treatment fit for slaves; 
Thanks to thy fury I this has fixM thy doom. 
Some foolish scrupiest that still hung about me. 

Are by this friendly tempest blown away. 

But Clytemnestra comes. How shall I calm 
Her troubled mind ? How bring her to my purpose ? 

SCENE vn. 

CLTTEMMESTE^l EGISTHUS. 
CLTTSMVESTIIA. 

Ilere let me kneel, Egisthus, grasp thy knees } 
Her^ let me grow till my request be granted. 
Now is the very crisis of my fate. 

EOISTHUS. 

What sight is this I see ? Rise, Clytemnestra ! 

Thou fairest, most majestic of thy sex ! 

It misbecomes thee much this suppliant posture. 

there is nothing, nothing, sure, which you 

Need stoop to ask ! Speak, and conmiand it. Madam, 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Then let us henceforth be, as if this love 
Had never been betwixt us. 

EGISTHUS. 

Cease to love thee ! 
What wild demand ! Impossible ! — ^Even now 
Endear'd by danger, by distress endeared, 

1 for thee fee! a fonder pang, than e'er 
I felt before. 
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CLTTBM:Br£STRA. 

No ! these deluding words 
Can charm no longer ; their enchantment flies ; 
And in my breast the guilty passions jar, 
Unkind, unjoyous, unharmonious all. 
Ah me ! from real happiness we stray. 
By vice bewilder'd \ vice which always leads. 
However fair at first, to wilds of woe* 



E6ISTHUS. 

Ah ! Clytemnestra ! didst thou love- 



CLYTEMHESTRA. 



No more ! 

Seduce my soul no more ! Here will I stop 

Beyond this line 'tis misery, 'tis madness. 

The furies flash, their torches, vultures tear. 

The mingled tortures of the damn'd await me. 

Oh ! if your passion be not merely selfish. 

If the least tenderness for me you feel. 

Drive me no farther down the gulph of woe ! 

To happiness I bid a last farewel ; 

I ask not happiness : no, that I leave 

To innocence and virtue ; peace, alone. 

Some poor remains of peace is all I ask. 

Not to be greatly wretched, plnng'd in horrors ! 

And yet who knows, the heavenly spark, that sleeps 

Beneath these embers, yet may spread anew 

Its chearful lustre — ^All may yet be well 

For Agamemnon was so kind, so gentle^ 
With such .a holy tender iame he burn'd. 
As might have kindled iti a barbarous breast 
Humanity and virtue. 
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EOI8THVS. 

All pretence. 
I guess his aim ! I penetrate his purpose. 
On you he lavish'd fondness, while on me 
He lowr'd destruction. Doubtless, with his ear 
Some villain has been busy ; and he means 
First to divide us, then with greater ease, 
To ruin both — And can you then be caught. 
Caught with the common prostituted speeches, 
That oft have sickn'd on the glowing lip 
Of many a Trojan slave ? Chryseis had them } 
BriseYs too ; and now Cassandra, she. 
Who, more like a triumphant queen than captive. 
Is every hpur expected 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

What Cassandra ? 

EGISTHUS. 

O it imports you little what Cassandra ! 

Thus poorly tame you ne'er will want Cassandras. 

What is become of Clytemnestra's spirit. 

That she can thus forget her high descent, 

Forget her rank, her honour, nay forget 

Her injuries? 

CLYTESfXESTRA. 

But what Cassandra, say ? 

EGISTUUS. 

Why, Priam*5 daughter ! the prophetic princess. 
The proud, the young, the beautiful Cassandra : 
So vain of heart, she dreamf Apollo lev'd her, > 
And, on her plighted faith to €«own his love,: 
Bestow'd the gift of prophecy ; the gift . 
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In her possession, she deceived the god ; 

Whence hei provok'd> with this condition dash'd it. 

Of never gaining credit. So the tale. 

The fable runs — Yet on my soul, I think. 

Did she give out, she would be queen of Argos, 

She were indeed a prophetess. 

CLYT£MN£STRA. 

Tis well. 
You mean it for an. insult this, you do. 
What else could tempt you to deride me, Sir, 
With such extravagance ? 

EOISTHUS. 

Mistake me not, 
I mean it. Madam, for a serious truth, 
I mean it for a certainty, if thus 
You droop, unnerv'd with these dejecting fears. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Cassandra queen of Argos ! 

fGISTHUS. 

Yes of Argos j 
While Clytemnestra in a prison pines ; 
Where she may weep and moralize at leisure. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

By Heavens ! she visits first her father's shade. 

EGISTHUS. 

There shone your native self. Let bright revenge, 
I should fay justice, dissipate these clouds. 
These melancholy whims of ill-judg'd virtue, 
And shew you burning with your former lustre. 
Madam, our fates are blended : know, we stand 
Or fall together. Shame, contemptj and ruin, 
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Or safety, love, and glory, is our choice. 
And can we doubt a moment ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

But £gisthtt&— ^ 

EGISTHUS. 

I know the purpose of thy pleading eye* 
Of that hereafter — ^We shall meet again ■ 
My presence now is wanted in the city. 
Fear nothing-^Thou dialt know before we act^ 
Thou for whose sake alone I act and lire ! 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 

ARCAS, MELISAKDER. . 
ARCAS. 

And have I found my long lost friend again? 
My Melisander ! But fo changed your look. 
So sickly with a kind of thoughtful sadness, 
So sunk each feature, by seven drooping years 
Spent in that desert isle, as baffled quite 
My wandering recollection. 

MEtlSANDER. 

True, dear Areas : 
For what a helpless creature, by himself. 
Is the proud lord of this inferior world. 
Vain feeble man ! The commoners of nature. 
Each wing that flits along the spacious sky. 
Is less dependant than their boasting master. 
Hail social life ! into thy pleasing bounds 
Again I come, to pay the common stock 
My share of service ; and, in glad return, 
To taste thy comforts, thy protected joys. 

ARCAS. 

O greatly welcome ! you deserve them well. 

You well deserve the social life you polish. 

Still on my thought your strange delivery dwells. 

By Agamemnon left to aid the queen 

With faithful counsel, while he warr'd at Troy; 

And thus by Agamemnon to be sav'd. 

Returning from diat conquest ! wondrous chance 1 

Or rather wondrous conduct of the gods ! 

By mortals, from their blindness, chance misnamM 
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Mean time, instruct me, while the king reposes. 
How was you snatch'd away ? and how, so long. 
Could you this dreadful solitude support I 
I bum to know the whole. 

UELISAKDER. 

« 

Tis thus, my friend* 
While sunk in unsuspecting sleep I lay. 
Some midnight ruffians rush'd into my chamber. 
Sent by Egisthus, who my presence deem'd 
Obstructive (so I solve it) to his views ; 
Black views I fear, as you perhaps may know. 
Sudden they seiz'd, and muffled up in darkness. 
Strait bore me to the sea, whose instant prey 
I did conclude myself, when first, around 
The ship unmoor'd, I heard the chiding wave. 
But these fell tools of cruel power, it seems. 
Had orders in a desart isle to leave me ; 
There hopeless, helpless, comfortless, to prove 
The utmost gall and bitterness of death. 
Thus malice often overshoots itself. 
And some unguarded accident betrays 
The man of blood. — ^Next night — a dreary night ! 
Cast on the wildest of the Cyclad Isles, 
Where never human foot had mark'd the shore, 
These ruffians left me — Yet believe me, Areas, 
Such is the rooted love we bear mankind. 
All ruffians as they were, I never heard 

A sound so dismal as their parting oars. 

Then horrid silence foUowM, broke alone 

By the low murmurs of the restless deep, 

Mixt with the doubtful breeze, that now and then 

Sigh'd thro' the mournful woods. Beneath a shade 

I sat me down, more heavily oppress'd. 

More desolate at heart, than e'er I felt 
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Before. When Philomela, o'er my head. 
Began to tune her melancholy strain, 
As piteous of my woes j till by degrees, 
Composing sleep on wounded nature shed 
A kind but short relief. At early mom, 
Wak'd by the chaunt of birds, I look'd around 
For usual objects : objects found I none. 
Except before me stretch'd the tailing main, 
And rocks and woods, in sarage view, behind* 
Wrapt for a moment in amaz'd confusion. 
My thought turnM giddy round $ w4ien all at once. 
To memory full my dire condition rush'd. 



ARCAS. 



But of each comfort, each convenience void. 
How could you life sustain ? how fence agaimt 
Inclement skies ? 



MELISANDER. 



A mos^y cave, that fac'd 
The southern sea, and in whose deep recess 
Boil'd up a crystal fountain, was my home. 
Herbs were my food, those blessed stores of health ! 
Only when winter from my daily search 
Withdrew my verdant meal, I was obliged 
In faithless snares to seize, which truly griev'd me. 
My sylvan friends ; that ne'er till then had known, 
And therefore dreaded less the tyrant man. 

But these low hardships scarce deserve regard : 
The pangs, that sharpest stung, were in my mind ; 
There desolation reign'd ; and there, cut off 
From social life, I felt a constant death. 
And yet these pangs at last forgot to throb : 
What cannot lenient gentle time perft^rm i 
I ate my lonely meal without a tear ^ 
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Nor sigh'd to see the dreadful night descend* 

In my own breast, a wotU within mjeelf. 

In streams, in groves, in sunny hill and shade ; 

In all that blooms with vegetable life, 

Or joys with kindred animal sensation ; 

In the full peopled round of azure heaven ; - 

Whene'er I, studious, look'd, I found companions. 

But, chief, the muses lent their softning aid. 

At their enchanting voice my sorrows fled. 

Or learn'd to please ; while, thro' my troubled hearty 

They breath'd the soul of harmony anew. . 

Thus of the great community of Nature. 

A denizen I liv'dj and oft, in hymns. 

And rapturous thought, even with the gods convers'd. 

That not disdain fometimes the walks of man* 

So pass'd the time, when, lo! within my call. 
Arrived the ship, which hope had often promis'd — ' 
The ship!— O it surpass'd my fondest dream, 
£'er to imagine the gay ship that came ! 
As on the deck I Agamemnon saw. 
All glorious with the spoils of conquered Troy ; 
Ye gods ! what transport, what amazement seiz'd me ! 

« 

What adoration of your wondrous ways ! 
Expression sinks beneath them» 

ARCAS. 

Sweet reward 
Of manly patience ! that, to fortune still 
JSuperiot, scorns despair. 

M£LISANDER. 

This theme, my friend. 
Will better suite a leisure hourj but now 
The high concerns of life demand our care* 
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I have already to the king imparted 
Suspicions of Egisdius, and remain 
In this disguise, not to ariarm his guilt. 
Till it more full appear, and proper steps, 
To punifh hi» misgovernment be taken. 
If he has ill designs, you. Areas, you 
Must, while you seem'd regardless, have discem'd them. 
Your calm buf keen inspe^ion, not disturbed 
By the vain flutter of ill-tim'd discourse. 
Must reach the very bottom of his purpose* 
In you the king confides, of you demands, 
As of his best lovM subject in Mycenae, 
The truth. 

ARCAS. 

O, I have precious truths in store ! 
And that best treasure will unlock before him. 
Long has my silent observation trac'd 
Egisthus, thro the doubling maze of treason ; 
But now his ill designs are too, too plain. 
To all Mycenae plain ; and who, indeed. 
Who can have good ones that corrupts a people ? 

It was however, hard, a bitter talk ! 
To wink at public villainy; to wipe 
Each honest passion from my livid face. 
To bind my hands, and seal my quivering lips. 
While my heart bum'd with rage, and treasured up 
A storm of indignation-^ 

MELISANDER. 

Give it way ! 
O 'tis a glorious luxury ! Oppressed, 
For years beneath a load of wicked power. 
To heave it off indignant, and assert 
The dear dear freedom o£. a virtuous mind. 
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Curse on the coward or perfidious tDiigue» 

That dares not, even to kings aTow the tnidi i 

Let traitors wrap them in dduam incense. 

On flattery flattery heap, on falsehood falsehood : 

Truth is the living liberal breath of hexfen; 

That sweeps these fogs away, with all their yenaixu 

And on my soul, I think that Agamemnon 

Deserves some touch of blame. To put the power. 

The power of blessing or oppressing miUkns^ 

Of doing or great good or equal mischief. 

Even into doubtful hands, is worse than careless. 

Te gods, avert the miseries that hence 

On him and on his family may fall ! 

Butj see, the king. 

SCENE IL 

AGAMEMNON, MELISAICDEE, A&CAS. 
AGAMEMNOK. 

Nay, Areas to my bosom, \Arca$ IneeRng* 
Come, let me proudly take a faithful heart ! 

ARCAS. 

Thrice welcome. Sir, to Argos and Mycenae ! 
To virtue welcome I 

AGAM£MJTOK. 

In my own dominions 
I am a stranger. Areas. Ten full years. 
Or even one day, is absence for a king, 
Without some mighty reason, much too long. 
For me a juft and memorable war. 
Whose actions future times periiaps may sing. 
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My own, my brother's^ and itiy people's honour. 
With that of common Greece, must plead my pardon. 
Now shall my cares attend the works of peace : 
Calm deeds that glare not on the vulgar eye $ 
And yet it equal courage oft demands^ 
To quell injustice, riot, factious rage, 
jDark-working blind cabal and bold disorder. 
As to confront the rigid face of war. 
Then tell me. Areas, for, till self-informM, 
I mean to see with your discerning eyes. 
And sure I am they never will mislead me. 
Have I much subject for this peaceful courage ? 
This fortitude of state ? 

ARCAS. 

Too much, my lord. 
Wouldto the gods, our virtues, he^e at home. 
Could answer your heroic deeds abroad ! 
You, doubtless, from the rugged school of war. 
Have brought sound manly hearts, and generous spirits : 
While we, alas ! we rot in weedy peace. 
In slothful riot, luxury, profusion. 
And every meanness to repair that waste-^ 
I see the noble blood, indignant, mount. 
At this relation, to my sovereign's cheek : 
But as afiairs now press, I were a traitor. 
If with a sparing tongue I spoke the truth. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Immortal gods ! have I, these ten long years, 
Sustain'd a war at Troy; 61V d every day 
With cares incessant, councils, dangers, toils. 
To cherish villains in licentious ease ? 
Have I thus squandcr'd vile, on Phrygian plains, 

VOL. III. B 
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The brayest blood of Greece to shelter such ( 
And to aatert tbcir hoBOHr who have none ? 
But what can diis perfidious^ this Egisthus^ 
What can he say^ by such kxMe rule propose J 
Is it his natire bent? or does he push 
Some dark design, by these detested means i 

ARCAS. 

There is no vice a stranger to his heart, 
ConceaI'd beneath refin'd dissimulation ; 
Dissimulation, that on you yourself 
Impos'd. Meantime, Sir, his outrageous views 
Invade the throne of Argos and Mycen»« 

AGAHEMNOir. 

Said you the throne of Argos and Mycenae ? 

Already have I lost my noblest throne. 

If he has robbM me of my people's virtue ; 

Tis but vain pomp, a tyrant's toy, the other. 

And dares he bear a giddy look so high. 

As to my throne ? The villain ! sure he dares not f 

AECAS. 

Nay, more, my lord — ^He scales the dazzling height^ 
And almost grasps with impious hands your sceptre. 

AGAMEMKOK. 

To touch it is perdition ! — ^What ! Egisthus ! 
Egisthus seize my throne ! 

ARCAS. 

So means the traitor. 

AGAMEMNOK. 

That creature of my power ! that insect I raised 
By the warm beams of my mistaken bounty ! 
Whom, when my father's vengeance raz'd his racc^. 



\ 
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I sav'd, train'd up^ with favours^ honours heapM ; 
And trusted in his hands at last a jewels 
Too precious for. the faithless heart of man-*— 

gross gross blindness !*-*Half my kingfy powei ! 
Ay, there breaks out his father's treacherous blood! 

There, there, too kte, I find the base Thyestes ! 

Forgive me, Atreus ! Oh my royal father ! 

Forgive my trusting thus the seed of him, 

Of an abhorred, an execrable brother. 

Who even profanM thy bed— But, ere yon orb 

Shall from the purpled ocean rise again. 

Oh injur'd Atreus ! by thy sacred shade 

1 swear, to make for this a full atonement. 

Is then this people. Areas, grown so vile. 
So very vile, that he dares entei^tain 
The smaUest hope to rival me in empire ? 
I like not vaunting— But, ungrateful people I 
Can you prefer a nameless thing to me ? 
Am I not rough with scars on your account i 
And for the careful love I always bore you. 
Your father nam'd ? And yet prefer to me. 
One who ne'er saw the glorious front of war. 
For nothing famous but corrupting peace. 
And whose sole merit was my ill-judg'd favour ? 
Can you ? — Away! — ^Dislionour stains the thought t 
How should this be ? 

A'RCAS. 

Not many. Sir, stand fix'd 
On the deep principles of reason'd virtue, 
Whom time nor steals, nor passion bears away. 
Mankind, in general, float along the stream 
Of custom, good or bad ; and oft the mind 
To that familiar grows, by gradual use 
And still encroaching vice, whose first regard 
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Gave honor. Hence ten l^otely-gorernM year^ 

Have wrought snch strange events, diat you no more 

Behold your ancient Argos and Mycenae. 

These cities now with slaves and villains swatm. 

At first, Egisthus, popuhr and fair. 

All smiles and softness, as if' each man's friendt 

By hidden ways proceeded, mining virtue : 

He pride, he pomp, he luxury difiiis*d} 

He taught them wants, heyond their private means : 

And strait, in bounty's pleasing chains involvM, 

They grew his slaves. Who cannot live on little. 

Or as his various fortunes shall permit. 

Stands in the market ready to be sold. 

O damn'd detested traffic ! — ^But proceed. 

ARCAS. 

While the luxurious fever thus increasM^ 
Still, in proportion as it gathered rage. 
He lent it fewel : and, more bold, disclosM 
His noon-day treason. Murmurs went about, 
And spread at last into the common talk. 
That you was proud, severe, beneath the notion 
Of holding firm the helm of state, a tyrant ; 
That in vain wars, which nought imported them, 
Tou spent their treasure, shed their noblest blood ; 
And that, Troy conquer'd once, to her rich plains 
Tou meant from Argos to transplant your empire. 
Mean time, in private, all, whom wild debauch 
Has set adrift from every human tie ; 
Whom riot, want, and conscious guilt inflame. 
Holding the gods and virtue in contempt. 
Amidst their bowls ; such are his bosom-friends : 
And join'd to them, a meaner ruffian band, 
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Of villains bold In crimes^ whose trade is murder, 
Hang in black clouds around him ; whence, I fear, 
A sudden tempest is prepared to burst. 

This, Sir, from duty and a faithful zeal, 
I plain unfold : nor on my word, alone*, 
Believe these accusations ; clear as day, 
I for them will produce the strongest proof. 

AGAMEMNON. 

I thank thee, Areas. Truth, tho' sometimes clad 
In painful lustre, yet is always welcome. 
Dear as the light that shews the lurking rock ; 
'Tis the fair star that, ne^er into the main 
. Descending, leads us safe thro' stormy life- 
Gods ! how it tears me from each calmer thought ! 
To think this traitor, that this double traitor. 
This traitor to myself and to my people,* 
Should by such sneaking, such unmanly ways, 

Thus filch away my crown ! 

Why stand I chafing here ? One timely deed 
Is worth ten thousand words— Come then, my friends. 
Come and behold me seize amidst his guards, - 
His coward guards— ^Guilt ever was a coward — 
This rival-king, and with him crown my triumph. 
Till then Troy smokes in vain^ and Agamemnon 
Cannot be said tp conquer. 

MELISAKDEft. 

Sir, beware 



AGAMEMNON. 

Of what beware ? Where am I, Melisander ? 
Am I not in Mycenae ? in my palace i 
Are not these crowds, that stream along the streets. 
My subjects all ? Of what should I bewaio? 
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Not seize a traitor in mj own dominions I 
Te8» I will seize hini| Mdiiander,— -will ! 

MELISANDER. 

What grace to kings such generous ardor gives ! 
But tho' brave deeds be warm at first conceiv'd^ 
Let the best purpose cooI> nor miss your blow* 
More firm and sure the hand of courage strikes^ 
When it obeys the watchful eye of caution. 
You hear from Arcas^ Sir, what ruffian bands. 
What secret deaths, what daggers lurk around him ; 
Be cautious then j for virtue's, glory's sake ! 
And, when you strike, strike home. 

AGAM2MN0N. 

O for those Greeks ! 
That this rude day are tossing on the seas ; 
Those hardy Greeks, whom ten years war has steel'd ; 
With toils, with dangers, and with death familiar : 
Then should you see what chaff before the wind 
Are these weak sons of soft enfeebling peace. 
These wretches, only bold where unresisted. 

M£I«ISAND£R« 

But since, my lord, you cannot now exert 
This nobler force, let prudence take its place. 
Have patience only, till you safely can. 
And surely, : seize him. 

AGAMEMNOy. 

Well, till then I will. 
And, tho' not made of patient mold, in this 
I will have padeace, wiU^ some tedious bours, *. . .. 

Repress my vengeanc e r . : . \Pausmg, 

Yes, i like the tlwugkt— ^ 
He may be seized -dus eveniilg at 'the. banquet. 
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Be there surpriz'd with ease-^-^nd shall !«— 
For, by th* eternal g6d$ that rule mankind ! 
The sleep of death alone shall seal these eyes, 
While such a wretch holds power in my dominions. 

Oh Clytemnescra ! to the public, now, 
Succeeds the private pang. — At thought of thee. 
New rage, new vengeance shake my inmost soul ! 
Was my belovM, my queen, my Clytemnestra, 
So long abandoned in a villain's power. 
Who knows, it seems, no limits, owns no laws. 
Save those one vice imposes on another ? 
And now the secret cause, I fear, is plain. 
Of that unusual damp, that strange dejection. 
Which clouded her at meeting. Still the more 
I pour'd my fondness, still the more distress'd 
She seem'd ; and, turning from my tender gaze. 
The copious shower stole down her troubled dieek } 
As if she pity'd those my blind endearments. 
And in her breast some horrid secret swell'd — 
Should it be sor— Confusion ! — Canl stoop 
Even ta suppose it I — ^How from slight mistakes 
Great evils spring ! But the most fruitful source 
Of every evil— O that I^ in thunder. 
Could sound it o'er the listning earth to kings—* 
Is delegating power to wicked hands« 

MELISANDER. 

My lord, let no suspicions of the queen 
E'er taint your bosom : if I judge aright- 

AOAMEMKON. 

No, Melisander, no ; I am not jealous ; 
In n^ that passion and contempt were one ; 
No, 'tis her situation gives m^ horror. 
Her dreadfi^l situation l-^But of this 
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Enough*— Then tell me, Arcas^ tell me truly ; 
Are there a few^ say,. do there yet remain 
A faithful few I to save the sinking state ? 
Can yoU| ere nigbti collect an honest band, . 
A band of such as worthy are to rescue 
Their king and country from impending fate ? 
Ah I little thought I, that amidst my subjects, 
Embosomed sweet in peace, I, like a tyrant. 
Should e'er have needed guards* 

ARCAS. 

Yes, Sir, I know 
A band of generous youths, whom native virtue. 
Unbroken yet by avarice or profusion. 
Fits for our purpose : These I can collect — - — 

AGAMEMNOV. 

About it quickly. Areas ; lose no time t 
Go, brinpme tp the banquet those brave youths : 
I long for their acquaintance, Till that hour, 
Pomestic cares itnd joys demand my presence : 
The father's heart now bears me to my children. 
Farewel ! My all depends upon your conduct* 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

AGAMEMHON, MELISANDER. 
AGAMEMNON. 

Domestic pleasures spread their charms in vain— 
O for the hour of vengeance ! I^ till then, 
But stalk about, the shadow of a king. 
Heard you from Areas aught ? 

MELISAKPEfi. 

Be patient, Sin 
As yet the time permits not his return.^ 
Areas is zealous, ardent in your service. 
And will not fail his duty. 

Enter an officer behngmg tq the amrt^ 

m 
OFFICER. 

Sir, Cassandra 
Is just arrived. 

AGAMEMNON. 

G>nduct the princess hither. 
This Priam's fairest daughter, Melisander, 
Is a young princess of engaging beauty, 
Rais'd by distress, of noble sense and ^irit f 
But, by poetic visions led astray. 
She dream't Apollo lov'd her, and the gift 
Of prophecy bestowed, to gain her promise : 
The gift once her's, the chastely-fftithjess maid 
Deceisr'd the god ; who therefore, in revenge, 
Since he could not recal it, made it useless^ 
For ever doomed to meet with disregard* 
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1?cr-«isioe die lofdy vukmarj nnre» 
With dsgiutj; foreteU the fate of natioiift $ 
Andy jiu^bg of the future horn the past. 
Has oft been wondrous happy in her gueises. 
Some strange, some recent instances of this» 
Confirm her in herTenerabk madness. 

MELISAKDEK. 

Be not too rash in judging, Agamemnon ; 
For we, blind mortals, but a little know 
Of boundless Nature — Hark I the princess comes ; 
I hear her voice, I hear the voice of sorrow. 



SCENE n. 

iClMEMMON, MELISAMBER, CASSANDRA, attended kfTtO^ 

jan Captives* 

CASSAKDRA entering. 

hostile roofs ! O Ilium ! O my country ! 

AOAMEMKOK. 

1 cannot blame your grief, unhappy princess. 
But, if it can relieve you, here be sure 

Of an asylum, safe as Priam's palace. 

CASSANDRA. 

O sweet abode I O padace of my fathers 1 

My bleeding heart melts while I think of thee ; 

Think of the days of innocence and joy, 

That shone upon me there. How chang'd art thM. { 

Ah I what a scene, iirfien I beheld thee last ! 

Rage, blood, and flames, and shrieks of murder round mcf 

The sword of Pyrrhus, and a feeble father I 

Where was your Htfctor then i Where all his sons ? 
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Priam's numefoos race i whstt are you now 
Become ? Ah me, the desolating- gods 

Have laid their hands, their iron hands, upon us. 

AGAMEMNON. 

From past misfortunes, princess, turn youf eye — 

CASSANDRA. 

Tis true, the future may full well suffice. 

Th' avenging sisters trace my footsteps still. 

The hunters still pursue the trembling doe. 

Where am I ? — Gods ! — ^Black heavy drops of blood 

Run down the guilty walls — ^With the dun shades 

Of night ascending, lo I successive troops 

Of Trojan ghosts are flocking to the banquet : 

Permitted by th' infernal gods, they come. 

To feast them with the horrors of this night. 

To snufF the blood of victims — ^Ha ! the car. 

The gay triumphal car, is turn'd, at once, 

Into a mournful bier, that nods along. 

Solemn and slow — ^Tes, Troy shall be avengM : 

1 shall the vengeance see ; and yet not see 
Thy light, returning Phcebus. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Fair Cassandra, 
Indulge no more these melancholy views, 
These visions form'd by gloomy-minded grief. 
We will each art, each tender art employ. 
To sooth your sorrows, to restore your peace. 
You come not to the proud unfeeling race 
Of yesterday : we know the turns of fortune ; 
Have drunk the cup, the wholesome cup of sufferings, 
That not inflames but moderates the mind. 
Then fear not, princess } let me call you daughter ! 
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Your treatment bIuII be such as well becomes 

The dignity of woe, becomes the great, 

The fair unhappy. Nought shall touch your honour* 

I know, I feel your beauty : but here dwell 

The gods of hospitality and faith ; 

The hymeneal powers are honoured here. 

Tes, I will shield thee, equal with Electra, 

With my lov'd daughter in thy friendship blest* 

CASSANDRA. 

In spite of swelling tears that choak the way. 
Of bitter tears by big remembrance shed, 
I own thy goodness, thank thee, Agamemnon. 
Mean time, in vain are all thy generous cares. 
On my account. The gods of death will, soon, 
Extend o'er me their all-protecting wing. 
I shall not long, I shall not want protection ; 
But who, devoted prince, will give it thee ? 
Even while we talk the secret wheels are turning. 
That lift the vile, and lay the mighty low. 
I pity thee, the house of Pelops pity : 
Forgive me, Troy : I pity thy destroyers. 

Enter an officer. 

OFFICER. 

A messenger from Areas, Sir— — ^ 

AGAMEMNON. 

Tis well. 
To my apartment lead him — ^you mean-while 

\To Melisanden 
Attend the princess ; grace her with such honours. 
As suits her to receive, and me to give. 
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SCENE III. 

CASSANDRA) CHORUS of Trojzn CaptiveSf MELISANDBR. 

MELISANDER. 

Fair princess, stop these tears. Exert that best. 
That noblest virtue, which can master fortune. 
An equal mind. 

CASSANI^tlA. 

Not for myself I weep !— — . 
But, oh my dear companions ! How for you 
My bosom yearns ! 

CHORrUS. 

We have together liv'd I 
Togedier let us die ! 

CASSANDRA. 

Together liv'd I 
At this ten thousand images awake ; 
Ten thousand little tendernesses throb. 

CHORUS. 

O days of youth ! O careless days ! Untaught 
To weep, if love shed iiot the pleasing tear. 

CASSAKDRA. 

O woods ! O fountains ! .O ddi^btful meads i 
That lent ua flowers, the ptime of blooming May, 
To deck our tresses. 

CHORUS* 

O the yellbw banks 
Of fair Scamander ! in whose silyer stream 
We us'd to bathe, beneath. the secret shade. 
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CASSAKBRA. 

O chearful Ida's airy summits I where 
The gods delight to dwell. 

CHOKUS. 

O silent Troy I 
Whose streets have often echoed with our song. 

CASSANDEA. 

O the lost labours of a ruin'd people I 

country I freedom I friends I relations ! Ally 
That gives or taste or dignity to life. 

All, aU is gone, beyond recovery gone I 

CHORUS. 

Then let us die ! 

CASSANPRA. 

For me, the hunted hart 
More fervent pants not for the cooling stream, 
m Than I to wrap me in the quiet shades 

Of death. But ah ! my helpless friends, for you 

1 feel its keenest anguish. 

CHORUS. 

Not for us, 
Feel not for us. What comfort have we left ? 
What hope, what wish in life ?--^Ohe healing pai^. 
And then we weep no more. 

CASSANDRA.. 

Refreshing thottght) 
And then from bondage, pain, from every ill^ 
For ever free, we meet our friends again i 
Our parents, brothers, sisters, lovers meet. 

CHORUS. 

• Then let us die ! and sudden be the blowl 
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* 
CASSANDRA. 

The gods assent.— Behold the happy shore! 
But, ah ! there lies a stormy sea betwixt ! 

MSLISANDER. 

So sings the plaining nightingale her woes. 

CASSANDRA. 

Ah, far unlike Ae nightingale ! — She sings. 
Unceasing, thro' the balmy nights of May ; 
She sings from love and joy, while we, alas f— 

MELISANPISR. . 

Behold the queen.— Deep-wrapt in thought die seans— » 

CASSANDRA. 

O direful musings !-*Lead us from her presence. 



SCENE IV. 

CLTTEMNBSTRA. 

Sweet peace of mind ! whence pleasure borrows taste. 
Daughter of virtue ! whither art thou fled i 
To what calm cottage, to what blameless shade. 
Far. from these guilty walls ? O walls ! O race ! 
To horrors doomed i-^Before me gathers fast 
A deepning gloom, with unknown terrors big. — 
Not quite unknown.-^Gods ! what a dreadful hint 
Flashed from Egisthus, when I saw him last I 
And to what desperate actions cannot safety. 
Ambition, love, and vaigeance drive, the soul!--* 
Distraction lies that way— yet, how escape i 
Shame urges on behind, unpitying shame. 
That worst of furies, whose fell aspect frights 
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Each tender feeling from the hitman breast. 

Goodness itself even turns in me to gaO^ 

And only senres to heighten my despair.^ 

How kind was Agamemnon I generous! fond I 

How more than usual mild f As if, on purpcse. 

To give these tortures their severest sting. 

Happy! compared to this tormented state. 

Where honour only lives with inward lash. 

To punish guilt, happy the hardenM wretch^ 

Who feels no conscience, and who fears no crime !<— 

Oh horrid I horrid ! Oh flagitiouiB thought ! 

How is it with the mind that can endure 

A thought so dire ! — ^My sole r^nuuning hope 

Is death, kind death, that amiable sleep 

Which wakes no more, — ^at least to mortal case*-* 

Bat then the dark Hereafter that may come. — 

There is no anchor that against this storm. 

This mighty sea of doubts and fears, can hold. 

Hopeless, I drive. — One thought destroys another^— » 

This stranger too ! — Should it be Melisander — 

Is there a fear, however idle, wild. 

And even almost impossible, which guilty 

The feeble-hearted guilt not entertains ?— — 

I ordered his attendance. — See, he comes. 



SC£NE V. 



CLTTEMNESTKA, MELISANDER. 



CIYTEMKESTEA. 

Stranger, are you not he, whom Agamemnoq^ 
By an amazing chance, in his return, 
Sav'd front a desart isle ? 
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MELISANDER. 

Madam, the same. 

CLYTEHNESTRA. 

I much admire your fortunate deliverance. 
And wish to hear your story : why there leftj 
And how sustained. Indulge me with it, stranger. 

MELISANDER. 

Madam, I come this moment from the king, 
Charg'd with a matter which requires dispatch : 
But, that transacted once, without delay, 
I will attend your orders. 

CLYTEMNE8TB.A. 

Then it seems, 
Tou are not quite a stranger in Mycenae. 
What is your country ? 

MELISANDER. 

Greece. 

CLYTEHNESTRA. 

What part of Greece ? 

MELISANDER. 

At Athens I was born. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

But in Mycenae, 
Have you not in Mycenae been before? 

MELISANDER. 

There arc not. Madam, many parts of Greece 
To me unknown. 

CLTTEMNESTRA. 

Why thus avoid my question ?— 
Have you been here before ? 

VOL. III. 1 
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MSLTSAKDER. 

Madaiiii I have. 

CLTTEMKZSTRA. 

Here in this palace i — ^Ha ! why stand you silent ? 
You keep your eyes unmovM upon the ground. 
What should this mean ? Beneath that rough difguise 
There lurks^ methinks, a form which somewhere I 
Have seen. 

MELISANDER. 

The dream of fancy, that, the more 
It is indulg'd, perplexes still the more. 
I tarry here too long ; the king's commands 
Admit of no delay. 

CLTTEMKESTBA. 

'TIS so ! 'tis so ! 
Air, features, manners, voice, this study'd haste, 
The shifts of one unpractis'd in deceit, 
All, all conspire — One image wakes another. 
And thick they flash upon me ! 

MELISAKDER. 

You grow pale. 
You tremble. Madam; that mistake, I find. 
Concerning me turns wilder and disturbs you* 
Let me retire—— 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

A moment — stay 



MELISAND^R. 

In vain, 
I find it is in vain to wrap me longer 

In these evasions. 
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CLTTEMNESTRA. 

Melisander ! 

MELISANDER. 

Madam 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

And can it be ? Behold I then the nian> 

Whom I sp long have number'd with the dead ? 

Almighty gods ! Behold I Melisander ? 

But, ha ! how chang'd ! how darkened with suspicion ! 

Yes, I am deem'd the author of his woes. 

MELISAKDER. 

Madam, forgive 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Why else from me conceal 
Your wished return — I plainly am distrusted— 
By Agamemnon too— It was unkind. 
Unjust, unfriendly, shocks me, Melisander. 

MELISANDER. 

Indeed you wrong me. Madam, wrong me much. 
To judge me apt or to conceive or spread 
Distrust. I would have perish'd by myself. 
Unknown, unwept, in helpless solitude. 
Rather than here return to this full world. 
To set my mistress and her lord at variance. 
O think me not a busy peace^estroyer ! 
Accursed is the wretch, to social life 
The most inhuman foe, who in the nice. 
The tender scenes of life, dares rashly meddle, 
And sow division between friends and lovers. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

The generous heart is ever slow to blame, . 
But, Melisander, not to me were owing, 

F 2 
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Not ill the least to me, those cruel woes. 

This worse than death, which you so long have suffered 

Instead of that, your fate, how, whither gone. 

If carry'd oflF, or secretly destroyed. 

Was all a mournful mystery to me. 

Dark as the night on which you disappeared. 

Did you but know, here in my secret soul. 

What undisscmbled pangs your absence rouzM, 

What I have felt for you, and for myself ; 

In losing such a wise and faithful friend ; 

Knew you but these, O knew you, Melisander, 

How your disaster has been truly mine. 

You never could suspect me. 

MELI8AXDER. 

Witness Heav'n ! 
I never did — Your heart I know disdains 
A thought that looks like cruelty or fraud. 
From the first moment that his ruffians seiz'd me, 
I had no doubt, I knew it was Egisthus. 
Some time before I mark'd the rising storm^ 
And meant to warn you, but it sudden burst, 
And bore me far away, far from all means. 
Even from all hope of lending you assistance. 
Ay ! there I suffer'd most. My fears for you. 
At once by guile and violence beset. 
Took oflF the point of my own proper woes. 
But when your awful virtues struck my thought, 
Your wisdom, spirit, resolution, truth ; 
That dread efiiilgence of the spotless soul. 
Which smites the hardest villain into shame ; 
My fears appeared impertinent and vain. 
Yet doubtless. Madam, you have had occasion 
For a firm ruling hand and watchful eye. 
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For every virtue; and I truly joy. 
That Agamemnon finds at his return 
Egisthus by your conduct thus restrained. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

By Heavens ! he tries me. — O suspicious guilt. 

Your words are friendly, but your deeds are doubtful. 

No, Melisander, friendship with distrust 

Can never dwell. And that I am distrusted 

To me is certain — In a matter too. 

That much concerned my peace, concerned my honour. 

For did you even ascribe your woes to me, 

You could not manage with more distant caution. 

MELISANDER. 

Whence is it that the noble Clytcmnestra, 

Who us'd to fliine in a superior sphere 

Of fair serenity and candid peace. 

Should to these doubts descend, these dark suspicions i 

For me, I here attest the gods, my soul 

Ne'er knew a thought, that swelFd not with esteem, 

With love and veneration of your virtues. 

And for the king, no young enraptured lover. 

In all the first effusions of his soul. 

New to the mighty charm: no friend, who meets. 

After long years of dark and filent absence. 

His happy friend again, feels livelier joy. 

Than Agamemnon feels, while his glad tongue 

Runs out in endless praise of Clytemnestra — 

But I must wait his orders. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Do your duty. 
I too must go, must to Egisthus strait . [Aside. 

Impart this dreadful news. « 
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SCENE. VI. 



ICELISANDER ahne. 



She went abruptly — 
And as we talk'd> methought, strange passions shook 
Her inward frame, and darken'd every feature. 
Behold the black, the guilt-concealing night, 
Fast closes round. Wide, thro' this ample palace, 
The lamps begin to shine. The tempest falls; 
The weary winds sink, breathless. But, who knows, 
What fiercer tempest yet may shake this night. 
Soul-chearing Phoebus, with thy sacred beams 
O quickly come, and chase these sullen shadows* 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 



CLYTEMNESTRA, EGISTHVS. 
F.GISTHUS. 

Ah Clytemncstra ! what a change is here ! 
And must I then thus steal an interview? 
Are we alone ? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

You fright me with that question 
You look astonifhed. 

EGISTHUa. 

On the brink of ruin 
We, tottering, stand. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

That is no news to me. 

EGISTHUS. 

But 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

What ? 

EGISTHUS. 

We are discovered. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Hal discover'dl 

EGISTHUS. 

Yes, certainly discovered. Areas now. 
By Agamemnon's orders, in the city 
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Collects a band to seize me at the banquet, 

A ihort hour hence. And mjr accusers, Madam, 

You may be well assur'd are not your firiends. 

CLTTEMNESTRA. 

rTis plain ! 'tb plain !-*The parting fogs disperse : 
And now the doubtful scene stands all reveal'd — 
Who could have thought they should dissemble thus? 
But I can tell you more. 

EGISTHUa. 

What, Madam? speak; 
For danger presses on us. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Saw you him. 
This seeming stranger, sav'd by Agamenmon ? 

EGISTIIUS. 

Areas and he to-day, my friends inform me. 
Were busy with the king; and, doubtless, then, 
It was concerted that I should be seized. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Ah! did you know, Egisthus, who he is! ■ 

EGISTHUS. 

Who? 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Melisander. 

EGISTHUS. 

Gods! and does he live ? 
For my confusion sav'd I O gross, gross folly I 
To do an action of that kind by halves. 
Had he been silent dust — To please you, Madam, 
From a false tenderness for you, he lives 
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CLYTEMNESTRA- 

A mighty merit! glorious boast indeed! 
Hear him, ye gracious gentle powers of love ! 
From tenderness for me, he did not murder 
A worthy blameless man, who never hurt him j 
He murdered not my friend, my faithful friend. 
Ah I 'tis such tenderness, that makes me wretched; 
Such tenderness, that still in blacker guilt. 
In the last depth of misery will plunge me. 

EOISTHUS. 

It is not. Madam, now a time for this. 

Think of our situation : close beset 

By all those ills which mortals moft abhor, 

Whom have we to confide in but each other ? 

And this sad meeting is perhaps our last. 

G>ncord alone, and vigorous measures, can 

Prevent our ruin — ^But from Melisander, 

What did you learn ? Are you yourself suspected? 

CLYTEMNESTRA, 

I cannot find I am : — And yet I must. 

EOISTHUS. 

But as for me, my ruin is no secret. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Tis true, some dark attempt goes on against you. 

EGIS.TIiUS. 

Then have I rightly done. 

CLYTEMXESTRA. 

What have you done ? 
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KOISTIIUS. 

What pradence, justice, love, and vengeance, all 

Demand 

»■ 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Immortal Powers ! you have not?— 

EG IS THUS. 

No: 
But must, and will-— What ehe can you propose ? 

CLYTEMNESTEA. 

Oh, any thing besides ! immediate flighty 
Eternal absence, death ! 

EGISTIIUS. 

Let others die ! 
Let the proud, faithless, false, injurious tyrant ^ 
The hero glorious in his daughter's murder ; 
The scourge of Greece, who has, from wild ambition. 
Shed So much blood — let Agamemnon die ! 

« 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Oh heavens and earth ! you shock me to distraction ! 

I have, Egisthus, hitherto avoided 
This dreadful point, still hoping you might drop 
Your horrid resolution : now I tell you. 
Before the listening gods, I plainly tell you. 
That Ag^unemnon shall not fall unwarn'd ; 
You shall not rise by me into his throne : 
I will* not be the tool of your ambition ; 
Will not be wretched, infamous for ever. 
The blush of women, the disgrace of nature! •" 

That you may gain your execrable views, 
Mask'd under smooth pretences. — ^I am guilty ; 
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Alas, I am — ^But think not, therefore, tyrant ! 
To give me law. There are degrees in guilt ; 
And I have still my reason left, have left 
Some resolution, some remains of virtue : 
Yes, I dare die y and who dares die, Egisthus, 
Needs not be driven to villainous extremes I 
Mark me, insulting man! — ^My certain cure 
Of every woe, my cordial draught is ready ; 
And if you do not pronuse me, here swear 
To drop your fell designs on Agamemnon, 
To quit this palace — You may still escape—- 
And never see me more; I go, I go. 
This moment to discover all and die! 

EGISTHUS. 

What! Clytemnestra ! 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Nothing shall dissuade me. 
I will not argue more — Say, only say. 
Must I betake me to this cruel refuge ? 
I'his dire necessity ? 

EGISTHUS. 

Permit me. Madam ; 
Hear me but once, and then pursue your purpose. 

Suppose us guilty, what you will ;— yet. Madam, 
Shall we acknowledge and proclaim that guilt ? 
Shall we, by patient waiting for our doom. 
By pitiful neglect of self-defence. 
Unheard-of meanness ! stamp it into shame ? 
No ; let us wipe it out with bold success. 
It is success that colours all in life : 
Success makes fools admir'd, makes villains honest ; 
All the proud virtue of this vaunting world 
Fawns on success and power, howe'er acquir'd. 
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If then, supposing guilt, it were a meanness 
To stoop to shame, can words express the madness 
Of stopping short, with infamy and ruin, 
When justice, love and vengeance urge to giory ? 
Instead of being deem'd a generous queen. 
The brave avenger of her sex's honour, 
Fam'd for her spirit, for her just resentment; 
Who greatly punish'd a perfidious husband, 
A cruel tyrant; one, who from his bed. 
His throne, propos'd, with open shame to turn her. 
And to her place to take his country's foe. 
To take a Trojan captive, proud Cassandra : 
Instead of such renown, can Clytemnestra— 
Forgive the doubt — Can she submit to pass, 
Thro' future times, for an abandon'd woman ? 
A feeble, spiritless, abandon'd woman ! — 
Nay, Madam, hear the truth, what now I tell you 
Must, in a little scanty hour, take place ; 
In a few moments, you must be the first 
Or last of women ; be the public scorn. 
Or admiration of approving Greece — 
You know you must — ^be Agamemnon's slave, 
Cassandra's slave, or nobly punish both, 
And reign with me in happiness and glory. 

Consult your heart ; can you resolve on shame ? 
On voluntary shame ? That only ill 
The generous fear, which kills the soul itself. 
Were those fair features, full of lovely grandeur, 
Form'd for confusion ? That majestic front. 
To be bow'd down with infamy and vileness ? 
Ah! can you bear contempt ? The venom'd tongue 
Of those whom ruin pleases ? The keen sneer. 
The lewd reproaches of the rascal herd ; 
Who, for the self-same actions, if successful. 
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Would be as grossly lavish in your praise ?— 
To sum up all in one — Can you support 
The scornful glances, the malignant joy, 
Or more detested pity of a rival ? 
Of a triumphant rival I- — ^No j you cannot. 
That conscious worth, which kindles in your eye, 
• Tells me you cannot. — 

But in vain disputes 
No more to squander these important moments : 
Know, that I have not, to the frail decision 
Of wav'ring fear and female weakness, left 
Our freedom, safety, happiness and honour. 
Even in your own despite you shall be sav'd. 
And could you be so lost to reason, wild. 
To do what woman never did before. 
What shocks humanity, accuse yourself; 
You only court dishonour to no purpose : 
For Agamemnon now cannot escape ; 
I am already master of this palace ; 
All is prepared, my people all are fix'd. 
All properly disposed } and here I swear. 
By sacred justice, glory, love, and vengeance ! 
He dies !— dies in the bath, before the banquet ! — 
And with him dies Caflandra, (he, who dares, 
In her presumptuous thought, usurp thy honours. 
She weeps ! — O my ador'dl my Clytemnestra ! 
Forgive this barbarous necessary truth ! 
Did I A*ot love thee, love thee more than empire, 
Than life and glory, would I thus disclose 
These dangerous secrets ? Could I not have veil'd. 
And with more certain caution, gain'd my purpose ? 

CLYTEMKBSTRA. 

Oh, that you had, Egisthus I then, alas \ 

I Ihould have fondly thought myself less guilty. 
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EGISTHU8. 

I lose myself in softness^ while the time^ 
With danger big, demands intrepid deeds*. 
Wipe off these tears — ^When Dextwe meet again^ 
All will be weU. 



SCENE IL 



CLYTEMNESTRA. 



Ah I when we meet again ! — 
I stand at last convinc'd^ and must dissemble — 
Yet how dissemble i Painted in my face. 
Are the full horrors of this bloody deed.— - 

But who are these approaching ? — ^Ha !-*Cassandra ! 
How fair she seems ! how lovely ! hateful charms ! 
That well may rival mine, decay'd and sunk 
By guilt and sorrow — She possess my bed ! 
Possess my sceptre ! — ^This restores my spirit j—— 
I am abus'd ! too patient I — ^Perish all ! 
Perish myself, Egisthus, Agamemnon ! 
So this proud rival, this Cassandra perish ! 



SCENE HI. 
CASSANDRA, Trojan captives, melisander, 

MELISANDER. 

Daughters of Ilium ! By the king's command, 

I come to ask your presence at the banquet. 

Till then allow me to partake your woes ; 

I have a reverence for them. I myself, 

Thaliks to the gracious gods ! have known misfortune ; 
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I am with grief acquainted ; thctefore can 
For others feci. Sweet source of every virtue, 
O sacred Sorrow I He who knows not thee. 
Knows not the best emotions of the heart. 
Those tender tears diat humani2C die soul. 
The sigh that charms, the pang that gives delight ; 
He dwells too near to cruelty and pride. 
And is a novice in the school of virtue. 

CASSANDRA. 

We thank thee, ftranger, for thy generous pity. 
Heaven has, it seems, throughout diffiis'd the good. 
May the kind gods, the hospitable powers. 
For this befriend thee I Thou must wander still. 
Wilt their protection want. — ^But Agamemnon i 
Where is the king ? 

. MELISAKBER. 

He bathes him for the banquet. 
The banquet earn'd by ten years war and toil. 

CASSANDRA. 

Short fighted man ! to dream of festsd joy. 
When his next banquet is perhaps with Pluto. 
He comes ! the god comes rufliing on my soul i 

gently sooth me with the voice of music ! 
Assuage my pangs with harmony ! — ^Methinks, 

1 bear Apollo's lyre. 

MELISANDER. 

Mysterious Powers ! 

CASSANDRA. 

Tis gone — And now harfh discord takes its place : 
Dire yellings now affright my trembling ear ! 
What means this uproar of the howling forest ? 
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The lioness and WCU, together leagu^df 
Pursue the lion's life. — ^Behold I the snard^ 
Th' infernal snare is set, spread by the stream. 
Where, unsuspecting harm, he bathes at noon* 
Soon will these guiltless waters blush with blood* 

MELISANDER. 

There is a sort of gloomy light in this, 
That flafhes horror on me. 

CASSANDRA. 

A black swarm 
Of fell ideas seize my fancy. — ^Hence ! 
O snatch me from this palace ! fhambles rather ! 
It smells of carnage ; breathes a hideous steam. 
As if from gaping sepulchres exhal'd. . 
Andlo ! the spotless loves, the sports, the joys, 
The weeping Lares fly : while in their place. 
The vices all, the raging furies come j 
And with them Comus, the flufh'd god of banquets, 
Besmear'd with gore — ^They sing the funeral hymn — 
What do I see ? what mean these mangled forms ? 
These pale, these nightly phantoms ; such as rise. 
To working fancy's eye, in troubled dreams ?— 
See ! where they sit for ever at the gates. 
Demanding vengeance — ^Vengeance is at hand — 
Ha ! 'tis the murder'd boys, whose limbs wtre here, 
Serv'd up to their own sire, to be devour'd ! ■ 

MELISANDER. 

She wakes my dread — ^The story of Tbyestes ! 

CASSANDRA. 

With this devoted race in^olv'd I fall : 
Nor falls the slave alone-r-Thc master, falls. 
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But man shall die for man, for woman woman : 
Remember this. 

MELISANDER. 

The slavet the master fall ! 

CASSANDRA. 

Ah bosom-traitress ! Ill-persuaded queen ! 

And canst thou then the barbarous secret keep ?— 

MELI«AVDER. 

What queen? what secret? Speak more plain» Cassandral 

CASSANDRA. 

From guilt, in vain, to greater guilt you fly. 
From crime to crime precipitated — No f 
The wicked find no peace — ^Distraction waits thee !«— 
One eflfbrt more — Yes, save thy lord, and die- 
That throw belong'd to virtue — Cannot then 
The gentle Powers prevail ? — A moment yet^ 
The doubtful balance yet allows a moment — 
Down, dovni it goes, for vengeance and for Troy! 
But, ah I such vengeance, as even foes themselves 
Abhor to see ! 

MELISANDER. 

She staggers all my reason. 
Unveil these dreadful oracles — ^Perhapt 



CASSANDRA. 

Yes, in a moment, they will be too plain. 
The moment comes ! The furies lash it on ! 
Ha! Now! 

MELISANDER. 

Unusual horror creep s 



CASSANDRA. 

Alasl 
sep from the murdetous sacrificer's haod» 

TOL. JU. G 
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keq> the Ttctim bull ! Lo ! -seizMy he spurns, 
He foams in vain — ^Behold the lifted blow t 
Behold the thirsty steel I— They strike him ! — ^Hark I 
What dismal echoes run from room to room ! 

MELISANDEK. 

1 heard a distant noise I 

[The noise of Agamemnon'^ assassination 
heard indistinctly^ and at a distance^ 
behind the scenes, 

CASSANDRA. 

Again! — They strive, 
Th' assassins labour, who shall wound him most. 
TTis done I— He faUs !— 

IGAMEMMOK, behind thi Sctnei. 

[The noise heard distinctly j and near. 

OflF! villains! cowards! off!— 
By villains murder'd ! — Oh ! 

MELISANDER. 

Great gods ! the king ! 



SCENE IV. 

M£LISANDBR, CASSANDRA, TrOJan COptiveSy ELECTRA, 

ORESTES. 

ELECTRA. 

Stop, generous stranger ! Agamemnon's friend ! 

MELISANDER. 

What would Electra ? what with Melisaader ? 
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ELECTRA. 

Heavens ! Melisander ! 

MELISANDER. 

To the king's assistance 
I fly ; detain me not. 

ELECTRA. 

He is no more ! 



MELISANDER* 

Ha! dead! 

ELECTRA. 

Yes, murder'd by Egisthus ! dead ! 
Pierc'd with a thousand wounds ! O horror ! horror !• 
We have not time for grief— Orestes — Quick ! 
fly ! save my brother \ 

ORESTES. 

Leave my father ! — ^No ! 
It is but once that I have ever seen him, 
Shall I no more ? 

ELEjCTRA. 

But to revenge his death, 
O fly, Orestes, for that glorious purpose ! 
Tremendous gods ! Methinks, I see his ghost^ 
That beckons you away ! 

bRESTES. 

I come ! I come ! 
On Melisander 

ELECTRA. 

Brother ! 

ORESTES. 

Oh, my sister ! 
What will become of thee ?' 

c 2 
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XLXCTRA. 

Good Mdisander, 

guard mj brother ! save our only hope ! — 

1 heard a noise— Farcwcl ! 

0EE8TES| going. • 

Ah! poorElectral 



SCENE V. 
BLECTRAy CASSANDRA, Trojan copiives. 

SLECTRA. 

The murdeners come ! stain'd with my father's blood I 
Hide me, Cassandra, hide me from a sight 
I cannot bear, a scene to nature shocking f 



SCENE VL 

The bach»5cene opemng disccvers^ at a distance^ Agamemnon's 
body. ELBCTRA throws herself by it. 

CASSANDRA, Trojan captives, egisthus with some of his^ 

party. 

EGISTHUS. 

Enough, my friends l«^How low, how silent, now, 
The mighty boaster lies ! — Another blow 
Crowns my revenge.— —* 

CASSANDRA. . 

It shall not, base assassin ! 
The gods are just ; amidst the crimes of men, 
Ak firmly Jiist, supremely wise and good : 
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The gods arc here^ in all their tenors present I 
See where in dreadful majesty they sit I 
And write thy doom in Agamemnon's blood ! 

E6ISTHUS. 

Think not to shake me with these gloomy fables : 
This arm that has acquir'd, shall guard my power ; 
And since I now enjoy my long*wish'd vengeance» 
All here is calm and chearful. 

CASSANDRA. 

The false boast 
Of agonizing guilt ! Thy soul, I see. 
Beneath this hardened pride, this brutal courage^ 
Boils with black torments, and with inward tempests 
I know whence breaks that gleam of joy athwart tfaee^ 
As lightning flashes o'er a troubled sky : 
Thou dream'st the prince now falls beneath thy fury : 
But hear and tremble — young Orestes lives I 

EOISTHVS. 

Hence with thy vain predictions, doating woman !•«-& 



SCENE VJI, 

EGisTHUs, CASSANDRA, (sV. and to them assass^HI W^ to 

mnritr orbstbs. 

EGISTHUS. 

Weill is Oiestca dead ? 

ASSASSIN. 

Ah, Sir! escapM— 
When aO was in confusion^i here, and tumult. 

G3 
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SGISTHUS. . 

O nothing then is done ! Fly I tardy ▼illains f 
Pursue him to the farthest verge of earth,—— 
No dark retreat, no country. — ^But here comes 
Another storm. Distraction wings her pace. 



SCENE VIII. 

CLTTEMNESTRA, EGISTHUS, CASSANDRA, &C. 

CLYTEMNESTRA. 

Off! give me way ! to desarts let me fly! 

The wildest savage there ! 

Why pierce me thus with looks ? — In every eye 

There is a dagger ; chief in thine [to Egisthus] — ^Ha ! 

villain I 
I know thee ; know these eyes, where smiling love 
To the red glarings of a fury's torch 

Is now transform'd. -Yes, traitor ! turn away : 

But, ere you go, give me my peace again ; 
Give me my happy family around ; • 
Give me my virtue, honour, nay, my glory ; 
Or give me death, tho' death cannot relieve me. — 
^re these the deeds of love ? — rl cannot step. 
Unless I dip my shivering fleet in bU>od. 
Compar'd with this polluted, this dire palace, 

The sepulchre is gay. — But whither fly ? 

Ah ! what avails it where the guilty fly. 

Since from themselves they cannot I — ^Ha ! behold ! 

The black abyss discloses to my view ; 

And down I go, a dark, a deep descent ! 

Hell from beneath is mov'd at my approach : 
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Its princes flock around. Behold, they say, 

The greatly-wretched, greatly-wicked woman ! 

Kie who preferr'd the villain to the hero ! 

The Trojan shades, with sharp derision, thank me : 

The Grecian droop — ^Lo ! where he comes himself ! 

Sec ! how in sullen majesty he stalks ! — 

Oh, look not on me with that silent scorn ! 

I am too curs'd already! 

[Faints into the arms of her attendants. 

EGISTHUS. 

Bear her hence : 

And look she be attended well. ^But hark ! 

What new alarm ? 

SCENE IX. 

EGISTHUS, CASSANDRA, fS^C. tO them a MESSBNGEK. 

MESSENGER. 

As Melisander, Sir, 
Bore ofF Orestes, to th* assembled senate 
He show'd the prince, and rouz'd them to revenge. 
*Tis nought but rage. The people, in a torrent, 
By Areas headed, pour upon the palace. 
Besides, each moment, Agamemnon's troops— 

EOISTHDS. 

Quick ! summon here my friends — In lo's grove 
They ready wait. We this important day 
Will or with conquest crown, or bravely die, 

CASSANDRA. 

No, tyrant, no! the gods refuse thee that : 
Not like the brave, but like the trembling coward, 
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88 AGAMEMNON. 

Th' assMsinating coward, thou shalt die ; 
There ! in that spot* where Agamemium lies ! 

EGISTHUS. 

Lead these ill-boding women to their fate ; 
And guard Electra. 

CASSANDRA. 

The most grateful gift 
A tyrant can bestow is instant death. 
We shall be happy soon. But all the gods»' 
Combining all their mercy^ from remorse^ 
From scorn and misery, cannot save the villain. 
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EPILOGUE 

SPOKEN BY MRS. CIBBER. 

Our bard, to modern epilogue a foe, 

Thinks sach mean mirth but deadens generous woe ; 

Dispels in idle air the moral sigh, 

And wipe» the tender tear from Pit/s eye : 

No more with social warmth the bosom bums ; 

But all th' unfeeling selfish man returns. 

Thus be began :->-And you approved the strain ; 
Till the next couplet sunk to light and vain. 
You check'd him there.— To you, to reason just. 
He owns he triumph'd in your kind disgust* 
Charmed by your frown, by your displeasure graced. 
He hails the rising virtue of your taste, 
iVide will its influence spread as soon as known : 
Truth, to be loVd, needs only to be shown. 
Confirm it, once, the fashion to be good : 
(Since fashion leads the fool, and awes the rude) 
No petulance shall wound the public ear ; 
No hand applaud what honour shuns to hear : 
No painful blush the modest cheek shall stain ; 
The worthy breast shall heave with no disdain. 
Chastis'd to decency, the British stage 
Shall oft invite the fair, invite the sage : 
Both shall attend well-pleas'd, well-pleasM depart ; 
Or if they doom the verse, absolve the heart. 

* Another q^Oogue was tpoken after the first representation of the play, 
whidi began with the iurst six lines of this: but the rest of that epilogue 
having been very jutdy didikcd by the aucficnce, this was substituted in its 
place. 
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MASQUIi. 

RIPKK8ENTED BEPORK 

THEIR ROYAL HIGHNESSES 

4 

THE PRINCE AND PRINCESS OF WALES, 

AT CLIFFDBN, ON THE FIRST OP AUGUST, Z74a 



Bt Mr. THOMSON and Mr. MALLET. 



Si Telimus cum friontm temp^rum necessitate certare, vincemur. Ingeniosior 
est cnim ad em^gHandMrn simulatio, veritate; servitus, libertate; metus, 
amoKt Plin. Pan. Trajan. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

After the Danes hail made themielves masters of Chippenham, the strongest 
city in the kingdom of Wessex ; Alfred was at once abandoned by all 
his subjects. In this universal defection, that monarch found himself 
flibliged to retire into the little island of Athelney in Someraetihire ; a 
place then rough with woods and of difficult access. There, in the 
habit of a peasant, he liyed unknown, for some time, in 'a shepherd's 
cottage. He is supposed to be found in this retreat by the Earl of 
Devon; whose castle, upon the river Tau, was then besieged by the 
Danes. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



ALFRED, 

ELTAUDAy 

HERMIT, 

EARL OF DEVON, . 

coRiM, a shepherd, 
EMMA, his wife, . 



MR. MILWAJLD. 
MRS. HORTON. 
MR. qj7IN. 
MR. MILLS. 
MR* SAL WAT. 
MRS. CLIYB. 



A Bard, Soldiers, Spirits. 

The SCENE represents a plain, surrounded with 
woods. On one side, a cottage : on the other, 
flocks and herds in distant prospect. A hermit's 
cave in full view, overhung with trees, wild and 
grotesque. 
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MASQUE. 



ACT I. SCENE L 

CORIN, EUUA* 
EMMA. 

Shepherd, 'tis he. Beneath yon aged oak. 
All on the flowery turf he lays him down* 

CORIN. 

Soft : let us not disturb him. Gentle Emma, 

Po6r tho' he be> unfriended and unknowui 

My pity waits with reverence on his fortune. 

Modest of carriage, and of speech most gracious, 

As if some saint or angel, in disguise, 

Had grac'd our lowly cottage with his presence* 

He steals, I know not how, into the heart, * 

And makes it pant to serve him. Trust me, Emma, 

He is no common man. 

EMMA. 

Some lord, perhaps. 
Or valiant chief, that from our deadly foe. 



g6 ALFRED. 

The haughty, cmeli unbelieying Dane, 
Seeks shelter here. 

coaiN. 

And shelter he shall find. 
Who loves his country, is my friend and brother. 
Behold him well. Fair virtue in his aspect, 
Even thro* the homely russet that conceals him, 
Shines forth and proves him noble. Seest thou, Emma, 
Ton western clouds ? The sun they strive to hide. 
Yet darts hb beam around. 

EMMA. 

Tour thought is mine ; 
He is not what his present fortunes speak him. 
But, ah ! the raging foe is all around us : 
We dare not keep him here. 

CORIN. 

Content thee, wife : 
This island is of strength. Nature's own hand 
Hath planted round a deep defence of woods^ 
The sounding ash, the mighty oak ; each tree 
A sheltering grove : and choak'd up all between 
With wild encumbrance of perplexing thorns. 
And horrid brakes* Beyond this woody verge, * v 

Two rivers broad and rapid hem us in. ^ 

Along their channel spreads the gulphy pool. 
And trembling quagmire, whose deceitful green 
Betrays the foot it tempts. One path alone 
Wmds to this plain, so roughly difficult, 
This single arm, poor shepherd as I am, 
Coiild well dispute it with twice twenty Danes. 
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EMMA. 

Tet think, my Corin, on the stern decree 

Of that proud foe, " V^ho harbours or relieves 
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(< An English captsun, dies the death of tndtoft: 
*< But who didr haunts discovers, shall be sstfe, 
« And high rewarded/' 

CORIX. 

Now, just Heaven forbid, 
A British man should evei;; count for gain 
What villainy must earn. No : are we poor ? 
Be honesty our riches. Are we mean, 
And humbly bom ? The true heart makes us noble. 
These hands can toil, can sow the ground, and reap 
For thee and thy sweet babes. Our daily labour 
Is daily wealth : it finds us bread and raiment. 
Could Danish gold give more ? And for the death 
These tyrants threaten, let me rather meet it, 
Than e'er betray my guest. 

EMMA. 

Alas the while. 
That loyal faith is fled from hall and bower. 
To dwell vrith village-swains! 

CORIN. 

Ah, look! behold! 
Where, like some goodly tree by wintry winds 
Tom fron;i the roots and withering, our sad guest 
Lies on the ground difius*d. 

EMMA. 

I weep to see it. • 

CORIN. 

Thou hast a heart sweet pity loves to dweU in. 

Dry up thy tears ; and lean on this just hope : 

If yet to do away his country's shame. 

To serve her bravely on some blest occasion. 

If for these ends this stranger sought our cottage, 

VOL. III. H 



98 ALFRED. 

The heaTesly hosts afc hovering here traseciif 
To watch and to ptoloct htm.— But* oh ! when-— 
My heart biurns for it— shall I see the hour 
Of vengeance on these Danish infidels^ 
That war with Heaven and us ? 

Alas, my love! 
These passions are not for the poor man's state. 
To Heaven and to the mlers of the land 
Leave such ambitiotts thoughts. Be wamM my Corin : 
And think our little all depends on Ac^ 

SONG. 

. jO Pc«c« ! die fiunst xdiUdof Hetveo, 

To whom the sylvan reign wat given. 

The vale, the fountain, and the grove* 

With every softer scene of love : 
.Return, sweet Peace ! and chear the weeping twain ! 
Return, with ^ate and Pleasure in thy train. 

CORIN. 

Hush : ceas^ thy jBong — For see» our mournful gueft 
Has rais'd his head^-afid lo ! who comes to greet him y 
His friend) the woodman of the neighbouring dale^ 
. WhDno^ late, as yester evening*star arose* 
At his request I found and hither brought. 



SCENE n. 

AtreED. Earl fff DEVON. 
ALFRSD. 

How long, ever gracious Heaven ! how IdHf 
Shall war thus desolate this prostrate. land? 



AUItED. 9p 

All, all is lost— And Alfred lives to tell iti 
His cities laid in daft ! his subjects slaughterM ! 
Or into slaves debas'dl the murderous foe 
Proud and exulting in the general shame 1 ■ 
Are these things so ? and he without the means 
Of great revenge? cast down below the hope 
Of succouring those he weeps for ? O despair ! 
O grief of griefs ! 

BKVON. 

Old as I tm, my Uege, 
In rough war hardeif d, and widi deadi funiliary 
These eyes have long forgot to melt with Bofaiess : 

But O, my gracious master, they have seen ^ 

All-pitying Heaven !—- such sights of ruiUett rage^ 
Of total desolation-^ 

ALFRED. 

O my people ! 
O ruin'd England ! — Devon, those were blest. 
Who dy'd bdfore this time Ha ! and those robbers. 
That violate the sanctity of leagues. 
The reverend seal of oaths ; that basely broke. 
Like nightly ruffians, on the hour of peace. 
And stole a victory from men unarm'd. 
Those Danes enjoy their crimes! dread Vengetace f son 
Of power and justice*! come array'd m terrors. 
Thy garment red with blood. Ay keen sword drttwn : 
O come, and on the heads of faithless men 

m 

Pour ample retriburion) men whose triumph 
Upbraids eternal Justice.^^Biit no more : 
Submission is Heaven's due. — ^t will not launch 
Into that dark abyss where thought must diowiu 
Proceed, my lord : on with the mournful tale 
My griefs broke off. 
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DEVON. 

From yonder heath-crown'd hUI, 
This island's eastern point, where in one stream 
The Thone and Parret roll their blending waves, 
I look'd, and saw the progress of the foe. 
As of some tempest, some devouring fire. 
That ruins without mercy where it spreads. 
The riches of the year, the golden grain 
That liberal crown'd our plains, lies trampled wide 
By hostile feet, or rooted up ; and waste 
Deforms the broad highway. From space to space. 
Far as my straining eye could shoot its beam, 
Trees, cottages, and castles smoke to heaven 
In one ascending cloud, But oh for pity ! 
That way, my lord, where yonder verdant heq[ht 
Declining slides into a fruitful vale. 
Unsightly now and bare j a few poor hinds, 
Grey-hair'd, and thinly clad, dtood and beheld 
The common ravage : motionless and mute 
With hands to heaven up-rais'd, they stood, and wept — 
My tears attended theirs 

ALFRED. 

If this sad sight 
Could pain thee to such anguiih, what must I 
Their king and patent feel ? — ^It is^ torment 
Beyond the strength of patience to endure. 
Why end I not at once this wretched being i 
The means are in my hand. — But shall a prince 
Thus poorly shroud him in the grave from pain, 
And sense of shame ? The madman, toy, the cofirard. 
Has often dar'd the same. A monarch holds 
His life in torust for others. I will live then : . <* 

Let Heaven dispose the rest. .-.......: 



"ALFRET). I o I 

DEVON. ' • *• . 

i 

Thrice-noble Alfred^ 
And England's only hope, whose yiitues raise 
Our frail mortalityi our human dust, , 
Up to angelic splendor and perfection; 
With you to bear the worst of ills, the spoil 
Of wasteful war, the loss of life or freedom, 
Is happiness, is glory. 

ALFRED. 

Ah, look round the^ : 
That mud-built cottage is thy sovereign's palace. 
Ton hind, whose daily toil ifi all his wealthy 
Lodges and .£eed$ him. . ^e these tunes for flatterjs: 
Or call it praise i such g^udy attributes 
Would misbecome our best and proudest fortunes^ 
But what are mine ? what is this high-praia'd Alfred ? 
Among ten thousand wretches, most undone. 
That prince who sees his country laid in ruins, 
His subjects perishing beneath the sword 
Of foreign rage, who sees and cannot save them. 
Is but supreme in misery ! 

DEVON. 

My liege ! 
Who has not known ill fortune, never, knew 
Himself, or his own virtue. Be of comfort: 
We can but die at last.- Till that hour comes. 
Let noble anger keep our hopes alive. 
A sudden thought^ as if from heaven inspir'd. 
Darts on my soul. One castle still is ours^ 
Tho' close begirt and shaken by the Danes. 
In this disguise, my chance of passing on. 
Of entering there unknown, is pronusing, 
And wears f lucky face. Tis our last stake, 
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And I will play tt like a man whose life^ 
Whose honour hangs upon a single cast. 
Meanwhile^ my lord—- i*- 

ALFRKD. 

Ha I Devon, thou hast rouzM 
My slumbering rirtue. I applaud thy thought. 
The praise of thb brave daring shall be thine : 
The danger shall be common. We will both 
Sjfcrait tempt the Danish camp, and gain this fort; 
To animate our brotliers of the war, 
Those £ngfiahmen. who yet deserve that name. 
And hear eternal justice I H my lile 
Can ifMke atonement for them, King of kings I 
Accept thy willing victim. On my head 
Be all their woes : to them be grace and mercy* 
Come on my noble friend. 

DEVON. 

Ah, good my lieg^. 
What fits a private valour and might grace . . 
The simple soldier's courage, would proclaim 
His general's rashness. You are England's king : 
Tour infant children, and your much lov*d queen ; 
Nay more, the public weal, ten thousand souls. 
Whose hope you are, whose all depends on you. 
Forbid this enterprise. 'Tis nobler virtue 
To check this ardour, to reserve your sword 
For some great day of known and high import i 
That to your country, to the judging world 
Shall justify all hazards you may run. 
This trial suits but me. 

ALFRED. 

Well, go, inyftipidj. 
If thou shalt prosper, thou wilt call me hence 



To head my peoplie fjrom their fears rccoycrfd. 

May that good angel, who inspired thy thouglitj 

Throw round thy steps a veil of cloudy air. 

That thou may'st walk invisible. and safe. 

He's gone — and now without a friend to aid me> 

I stand alone, abandoned tathe gloom 

Of my sad thoughts — Said I without a friend ? ' ' 

Oh blasphemous distrust 1 Have I not lliee. 

All-powerful friend, and guardian of the righteous. 

Have I not Thee to aid me ? Let that thought * 

Support my drooping soul. — ^But, list. Hal whence T 

These air-born notes that sound in measured sweetness .' 

Thro* this vast silence ? . . 



SCENE III. 

Solemn music is beard at a distance. It comes nearer in a 
fuU symphony : after which a single trumpet sounds a high 
and awakenhg air. Then the filhmng stanzas are 
sung by two sUtial spirits unseen. 



Firtt SPllfrlT. 

Hesr, Alfred* M«tf>t the lUite, 
Thy genius Heaven's high will declare ! 

What proves the hero truly great. 
Is never, never to despair:' 
Is ncvtrta despair. 

Second SPIRIT. 

Thy hope awake, thy heart expand 
WkhaU its irigMir, all itsiires. 

Arise! and save a sinking land! 
Thy country calls, and Heaven inquires. 

Boti SPIRITS. 
Earth calls, aiid Heaven inspires. 
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SCENE IV. 

ALFUCD ahne* 

All hailf ye gentle ministers of heaven I 
Tour song inspires new patience thro* my breast. 
And generous hope : it wings my mounting soul 
Above th' entangling mass of earthly passions, 
That keep frail man, tho' struggling to be free. 
Still fluttering in the dust. 

SCENE V. 
ALFRED, the HERMIT advancing frcm his cave. 

ALFRED. 

Thrice happy Hermit ! 
Whom thus the heavenly habitants attend. 
Blessing thy calm retreat ; while ruthless war 
Fills the polluted land with blood and crimes. 
In this extremity of England's fate. 
Led by thy sacred character, I come 
For comfort and advice. Thy aged wisdom, 
Purg'd from the stormy cloud of human passions. 
And by a ray from heaven exalted, sees 
Deep thro* futurity. Say what remains, 
What yet remains to save our prostrate country ? 
Nor scorn this anxious question even from. me, 
A nameless stranger. 

- • 

' HERMIT. 

^ Alfred, England's king. 
All hail ! and welcome to this humble cell. 
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ALFRED. Hti 

ALFRED. 

Whence dost thou know me, venerable father ? 

HERMIT. 

Last night, when with a draught from that cool fountain . 

*■ 
I had my wholesome fober supper crowned 5 

As is my stated custom, forth I walk'd. 

Beneath the solemn gloom, and glittering sky. 

To feed my soul with prayer and meditation. 

And thus to inward harmony composed, 

That sweetest music of the grateful heart, 

Whose each emotion is a silent hymn, 

I to my couch retir'd. Strait on mine eyes 

A pleasing slumber fell, whose mystic power 

Seal'd up my senses, but enlarged my souL 

At once, disclosed amid the dark waste night, 

Appear'd a vision — not the dream of fancy, 

But sent from heaven, prophetic and divine* 

For know, this ample element contains' 

Unnumbered spiritual beings, or malign. 

Or good to man. These, when the grosser eye 

Of Nature sleeps, oft play their several parts. 

As on a scene, before th* attentive mind, 

And to the favour'd man disclose the future. 

Led by these spirits friendly to this isle, ^ . 

I liv'd thro' future ages; felt the virtue. 

The great the glorious passions that will fire 

Distant posterity : when guardian laws 

Are by the patriot in the glowing senate 

, Won from corruption ; when th* impatient arm 

Of liberty, invincible, shall scourge 

The tyratts of mankind — ^and when the deep. 

Thro* all her swelling waves, shall proudly joy 

Beneath the boundless empire of thy sons* 
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Or worscy penrert those gifts to deeds of ruin : 
Is there a wretch they rule so mean as they ? 
Guilty» at once, of sacrilege to Heaven, 

And of perfidious robbery to men 

But hark I methinks I hear a plaintive voice 
Sigh thro' the vale, and wake the mournful echo. 

s o N o. 

Sweet villey* ay, where, peaaive lying. 
For me, our cbiUreii, England, dghing. 
The best of mortab letaa his head* 
Ye fountains, dimpled by my sorrow. 
Ye brooks that my comphdniags boRow, 

lead me to htt lonely bed : 

Or if my lover, 
Deep woods, you cover. 
Ah whisper where your (hadows o'er him ^read ! 

*Tis not the loss of pomp and pleasure, 
Of empire or of tmsel treasure. 

That drops this tear, that swcUs this groan t 
No$ from a nobler cause proceeding, 
A heart with love and fondness bleeding, 

1 breathe my sedly<-pieasing moan, 

With other anguish, 
I scorn to languiih : 
For Love will feel no sorrows but his own. 



SCENE VI. 

ALFREP, HERMIT9 ELTRUDA, advancing. 

ilLFRED* 

Sure by the voice, and purport of the song, 
This generous nioumer is my queen Eltruda. 



ALFRED. 109 

And yet how can that be? — O aU good Powers I 
Tisdie! 'tis she! 

EI.TRI7DA. 

My lordy my life, my Alfred! 
Oh take me to thy arms; with tinl o'ercome, 
And sudden transport, thus at once to find thee. 
In this wild forest, pathless and perplext ! 

ALFRED. 

Come to my soul, thou dearest, best of women ! 
Come, and repose thy sorrows in my bosom. 
O all my passions mix in doubtful strife! 
If pain or joy prevail, I scarce can say. 
While thus I clasp thee, and lecal the perils 
To which thy trembling steps have been exposed. 
Why hast thou left the convent where I placed thee? 
Why, unproteded, trust thee to a land, 
A barbarous land, where rages Danish war I 
Our hospitable England is no more I 

ELTRUDA. 

Dire was the cause, my Alfred. The rous'd country. 

All wild in breathless terror and confusion. 

Informed us, a near party of the Danes, 

Whose brutal fury spares no sex, no age. 

No place however privileged or holy^ 

Were on full march that way. Instant I fled. 

In this disguise with only these attendants : 

But in our way oft chear^d by airy voices. 

To bear to this retreat our helpless children. 

ALFRED. 

Ah wanderers too yoiing! ah hapless children ! 
But more unhappy Siire I who cannot give, 
To those he loves, protection. 



no ALFRED. 

]&LTltVDA. 

Thou too, Alfred, 

■ 

Art thou not unattended ? None to aerve thee^ 

To sooth thy woes, to watch thy broken slumbers ! 

And when the silent tear overflows thy eye, 

None, with the warm and cordial lip of love» 

To kiss it off I There is in love a power, 

There is a soft divinity, that draws 

Transport even from distress ; that gives the heart 

A certain pang, excelling far the joys 

Of gross unfeeling life. Besides, my Alfred, 

Even had the fury of this barbarous foe 

Not forc'd me from the convent, life is short $ 

And now it trembles on the wing of danger ^ 

Why should we loose it then ? One well-sav*d hourj^ 

In such a tender circumstance to lovers. 

Is better than an age of common time. 

ALFRED. 

Oh, 'tis too much I thy tenderness o'ercomes me ! 

Nay, look not on me with that sweet dejection. 

Thro' tears that pierce my soul !— Chear thee, my love ; 

Hope still the best; that better days await us. 

And fairer from remembrance.-^Thou, Eltruda, 

Thou art a pledge of happiness ! On thee 

Good angels wait; they led thy journey hither : 

And I have heard them, in this wild retreat. 

Warbling immortal airs, and strains of comfort. — 

fiut, ah, the foe is round us : and this isle 

Now holds my soul's best wealth, the treasur'd store 

Of all my joys. — I go to skirt it round. 

To visit every creek and sedgy bank, 

Where rustles thro' the reeds the shadowy gale ; 

Or where the bending umbrage chrinks the stveam^ 



ALFRED". . Ill 

Lest danger unawares shduld steal upon us. 
And now, by slow degrees, solemn and sad, 
Wide-falling o*er At world, the nightly shades 
Hush the brotifn woods and deepen all their horrors i 
While httiiibled into rest, and aVd by darkness. 
Each creature seeks the covert. To that cell 
Retire, my life. I will not long be absent. 



. / 



£it2 4aiBHIB« 



I • 



ACT n. SCENE L 



ALFUBD ahfie. 
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Tis now the depth of darkness and repose. ' ' 

All nature seems to rest : while Alfred wakes 

To think, and to be wretched. — ^Where yon oak 

With wide and dusky shade o'erhangs the stream^ $ 

That glides in silence by, I took my stand : 

What time the glow-worm thro' the dewy path 

First shot his twinkling flame. I stood attentif e, I 

Listening each noise from wood-dad hill and dale ( 

But all was hufli'd around. Nor trumpet's cbag^ 

Nor shout of roving foe, nor hasty tread 

Of evening passenger, disturbed the wide 

And awful stillness. Homeward as I sped, 

O'er many a delve, thro' many a path perplext. 

Maze running into maze ; ill-boding thoughts *' * * * 

Haunted my steps. — Perhaps my gallant friend, "''^ 

Discovered to the Danes, this moment bleeds ' "' 

Beneath their swords ! or lies a breathless corse, ' ^ 

The prey of midnight wolves. — Some mournful soimtt ' 

Strikes sudden, on my sense. 
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SCENE n. 

ALFRED, ELTRUDik* 

I 

ELTRUDA. 

Here will I lean 
On this green bank, to wait the wiih'd return 
Of morning and my lord. 
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ALVREB. . ft} 

ALFRED. 

My geilde iove, 
Eltnubi why to this untimely sky 
Expose thy health? The dews of night fall hat: 
The chill breeze sighs aloud. 

EXT&VDA. 

- # 

I could not rest- 
Can love repose when apprehension wakes^ 
And whispers to the heart all dreadful things^ 
That walk with night and solitude ? Methooj^tf 
In each low murmur of the woods, I heard 
Th' invading foe<»*or heard my Alfred groan ! 
Our tender infants too— -their fancy'd cries 
Still sound within my ears ! 

ALFRED. 

Eltruda, there 
I am a woman too : I who should chear. 
And shelter thee from every care. My children ! 
Tht thought of what may chance to them, completes 
Their father^s sum of woes. O what safe shade 
Cin skreen their opening blossom from the storm 
That beats severe on us ! Not sweeter buds 
Hie primrose in the vale, nor sooner shrinks 
At winter's churlish blas t 

ELTRUDA. 

Behold, my lord— 
Good angels shield us-»What a flood of brightness 
Waves round our heads I 

ALFBtED. 

The hermit moves this way. 
That wondrous man holds cooverae with the host 
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Of higher natures. These far beaming fires 
Were doubtless kindled up at his command. 
Be silent and attentive. 



SCENE III. 

ALFRED, ELTRUDA, HERMIT. 
HERMIT. 

I have heard 
Thy fond complainings, Alfred. 

ALFRED. 

You have then, 
Good father, heard the cause that wrings them from me. 

HERMIT. 

The human race are $ons of sorrow bom : 
And each must have his portion. Vulgar minds 
Refuse, or crouch beneath their load : the brave 
Pear theirs without repining. 

ALFRED. 

Who can bear 
The shaft that wounds him thro' an infant's side ? 
When whom we love, to whom' we owe protection. 
Implore the hand we cannot reach to save them i 

HERMIT. 

Weep not, Eltruda.— Yet thou art a king, 
All private passions fall before that narne^ 
Thy subjects claim thee whole. 






ALFRED, 

Can public trust, ^ i^*! 

O reverend sagel destroy the softer ties - y-^'JwAZ 



ALFfeHD. iis 

That twine around the parent's yearning heart, 

That holy passion Heaven itself infusM, 

And blended with the stream that feeds our life ? 

HERMIT. 

Tou love your children, prince — 

ALFRED. 

Lives there on earth. 
In air, or ocean, creature tame or wild. 
That has not known this universal love ? 
All Nature feels it intimate and deep. 
And all her sons of instinct or of reason. . 

HERMIT. 

Then shew that passion in its noblest form. 
Season their tender years with every virtue, 
Social or self-retir'd ; of public greatness. 
Or lovely in the hour of private life j 
With all that can exalt, or can adorn 
Thl|ir princely rank. 

ALFRED. 

Alas, their hope must stoopi 
Such my unhappy fate, to humbler aims : 
Affliction and base want must be their teachers. 

HERMIT. 

Affliction is the wholesome soil of virtue : 
Where patience, honour, sweet humanity, 
C^Jm fortitude take root, and strongly flourish. 
But prosperous fortune, that allures with pleasure. 
Dazzles with pomp, and undermines with flattery^ 
Poisoi^ the soil, and its best product kills. 
Should'st thou regain thy throne — 
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ii(( ALFRED. 

ALFRED. 

Mj throne ? What glimpse, 
What smallest ray of hope 

HERMIT. 

That day may come — 
What do I feel ? My labouring breast expands 
To give the glorious inspiration room. 
And now the cloud that o'er thy future fate, 
Uke total night, lay heavy and obscure. 
Fades into air : and all the brightening scene 
Dawns gay before me I A long line of kings. 
From thee descending, glorious and renown'd, 
In shadowy pomp I see ! 

Genius of England ! hovering near. 
In all thy radiant charms appear. 

O come and summon, from the world unknown. 
Those mighty chiefs, those sons of future fame, 
Who, ages hence, this island shall adorn, .* 

And spread to distant realms her glorious name. 
Slow let the visionary forms arise, 
And solemn pass before our wondering eyes. 

\Muiic grand and awfuL The Genius descending sings 
the following 

SONG. 



( 



From tkose eternal regions bright. 

Where tuns, that never set in night, ^ 

Diffuse the golden day : 
Where Spring, unfading, pours around, 
O'er all the dew-impearled ground, 

Her diousaod colours gay } 



► 
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O whether on the foimtaui's flowery tide. 
Whence living waters glide, 
Or in the firq^rant grove. 
Whose shade embosoms peace and love. 
New pleasures all our hours employ, 
And ravFsh every sense with every joy \ 
Great heirs of empire ! yet unborn, 
Who shall this island late adorn ; 
A monarch's drooping thought to chear. 
Appear! appear! appear! 



* 
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Spirits of EDWARD III. PHILIPPA tis queett, and the B|.ACK 
vvil^cz his son. arise, 

I 

HERMIT. 

Alfred, look; mtX^^^ 
What seest thou yonder ? 

ALFRED. 

Three majestic shapes : 
Two habited like mighty warriors old ; 
A third in whose bright aspect beauty smiles 
More soft and feminine. A lucid veil. 
From her fair neck dependant floats around. 
Light-hovering in the gale. 

HERMIT. 

O Alfred, man 
Belov'd of Heaven, behold a king indeed i 
Matchless in arms ; in arts of peaceful rule, 
A sovereign's truest glory, yet more famM, 
England's third Edward ! — At his fear'd approach. 
Proud France, even now, thro' all her dukedoms quakes. 
Her Genius sighs : and from th' eternal shore. 
The soul of her great CharleSf a recent guest. 
Looks back to earth, and mourns th^ distant woes 

12 



lift ALTRXD. 

His realms are doom'd to feel from Edward's wrath. 
Beneath his standard, Britain shall go forth, 
Arra/d for conquest, terrible in glory : 
And nations shrink before her. O what deaths, 
What desolation shall her vengeance spread. 
From engines yet unfound ; whose lightnings flash. 
Whose thunders roar, amazing, o'er the plain : 
As if this king had summoned from on high 
Heaven's dread artillery to fight his battle ! 
Nor is renown in war his sole ambition : 

A nobler passion labours in his breast 

Alfred attend — to make his people blest ! 

The sacred rights that reason loudly claims 

For free-born men — these, Alfred, are his care : 

Oft to confirm, and fix them on the base 

Of equal laws. — O father of mankind ! 

Successive praises from a grateful land 

Shall saint thy name for ever ! 

ALFRED. 

Holy sage. 
Whom angels thus enlighten and inspire. 
My bosom kindles at thy heaven-born flame. 
. Great Edward ! Be thy conquests and their praise 

, , UnrivaFd to thyself. But O thy fame 

For care paternal of the public weal ! 
For England blest at home — ^my rapt heart papts 
To equal that r.enown ! 

HE It MIT. 

Know farther,. Alfred $ 
A sovereign's great example forms a people. 
The public breast is noble, or is vile. 
As he inspires it. In this Edward's time, 
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Warm'd by his courage^ by hia honour xws'd^ . t r 

High flames the British spirit like the sun. 
To shine o'er half the globe : and where it shines. 
The cherish'd world to brighten and enrich* 

Last see this monarch in his hour of leisure ; 
Even social on a throne, and tasting joys 
To solitary greatness seldom known. 
As friend, as husband, and as father blest. 
That god-like youti remark, his eldest hope. 
Who gives new lustre to the name he bears ; 
A hero ere a man. — ^I see him now 
On Cressy's glorious plain ! The father's heart. 
With anxious love and wonder at his daring. 
Beats high in mingled transport. Great himself. 
Great above jealousy^ the guilty mark 
That brands all meaner minds, see, he applauds 
TYit filial, epcceliencey and gives him scope 
To blaze in his full brightness ! — Lo, again 
He sends him dreadful to a nobler field : 
The danger and the glory all his own ! 
A captive king^ the rival of his arms, 
I see adorn his triumph ! Heaven ! what grace. 
What splendor from his gracious temper mild 
That triumph draws ! As gentle mercy kind. 
He chears the hostile prince whose fall he weeps ! 

ALFRED. 

A son so rich in virtues, and so grac'd 
With all that gives those virtues fair to shine. 
When I would ask of Heaf en some mighty boon, 
Should claim the foremost place. 

HERMIT. 

Remember then. 
What to thy infant sons from thee is due, 
As parent and as prince. 

M 



AOVBD; 



ELTRUDA. 

• f I 

Forgirc mc. Hermit^ 
Forgive a queen and wife her anxious fondness. 
Ton beauteous shade, that as I |;aze her o'er. 
My wonder draws, escapes your graver thought. 

HKRMIT. 

O bright Eltruda ! thou whose blooming youth. 

Whose amiable sweetness promise blessings 

To Alfred and to England I see, and mark. 

In yonder pleasing form, the best of wives. 

The happiest too, repaid with all the faith. 

With all the friendship, love and duty claim. 

She, powerful o'er die heart her charms enslave — 

O virtue rarely practised ! — ^uses nobly 

That happy influence j to prompt each purpose 

Fair honour kindles in her Edward's breast. 

Amid the pomps, the pleasures of a court, 

Humble of heart, severely good ; the friend 

Of modest worth, the parent of the poor. 

Eltruda I O transmit these noblest charms 

To that fair daughter y that unfolding rose. 

With which, as on this day*^ Heaven crown'd your loves. 

Spirit of ELIZABETH arises. • 



ALFRED. 

Say, ^ho is she, in whom the noble gracesj 
Th' engaging manner, dignity, and ease. 
Are join'd with manly sense and resolution ? 



>: 
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• This masque was writteii to ht actwl at CUffden, on the blrtH'^day of ficr 
royal highness the priucVis A«f^idi4<.^ *''' ^'M- ^J >;? j n ^ >, > A 






HBRMIT. 

The great Eliza. She, amid a world 

That threatning swells in high commotio^ round her } 

Each dangerous state her unrelenting foe, 

And chief a proud enormous empire stretchM ^ 

0*er half mankmd ; witli not one friendly power. 

But what her kind creating hand shall raise 

From out the marshes of the branching Rhine ; 

And minM, at home, her ever-tottering throne 

By restless bigots, who, beneath the mask 

Of mild religion, are to every crime 

Set loose, the faithless sons of barbarous zeal : 

Tet she shall crown this happy isle with peace. 

With arts, with riches, grandeur, and renown ; 

And quell, by turns, the madness of her foes. 

As when the winds, from difierent quarters, urge 

The tempest on our shore ; secure the cliffs 

Repel its idle rage, and pour it back. 

In broken billows, foaming to the main. 

ALFRED. 

How^sfaall she. Hermit, gain these glorious ends ? 

HERMIT. 

9y silent wisdom, whose informing power 
Works unperceiv'd : that seems in council slow ; 
But, when resolv'd, and ripe for execution. 
That darts like lightning from the secret gloom : 
By ever seizing the right foini ^view. 
Her truest interest ; which she firm pursues. 
With steady patience, thro' the maze of state. 
Tie storm of opposition, the mixt views. 
And thwartmg managed passions of mankind : 
By healing the divifions of her people. 
And sowing the fell pest ainong her. foes : 



I aft ALftlED. 

By saving, from the yermiii of a courts 

Her treasure ; whicht when fair occalion call6> '^ 

She knows to lavish, in protectinjg iirts. 

In guarding natjlons, and in nursing states : 

By calling up to power, and public life, 

Each virtue, each ability: yet she^ 

Amid the various Worthies glowing round her 

Still shines the first ; the central sun that wakes, 

That rules their every motion : not the slave, 

And passive property of her own creatures. 

But the great soul that animates her reign, 

That lights it to perfection, is the love. 

The confidence unbounded, which her wisdom. 

Her probity and justice, shall inspire 

Into the public breast. Hence cordial faith, 

Which nought can shake \ hence unexhausted treasure t 

And hence, above ali mercenary force, 

The hand that by the free-bom heart is rais'd, • 

And guards the blended weal of prince and people. ^ 

She too shall raise Britannia's naval power ; 

Shall greatly ravish, from insulting Spain, 

The world-commanding sceptre of the deep. 

ELTRUDA. A 

O matchless queen ! O glory of her sex ! / 

The great idea, father, fills my soul. 

And bids it glow beyond a woman's passions. >^ 

Spirit of V/1LL.IAU III. arises. 

HERMIT. 

V 

Once morej^ O Alfred, raise thine eyes, and mark, ^ 

Who next adorns the scene, yon laurel'd shade. 

J. ^ . . . 

Ere yet the ace that clqs'd this female reis;n 
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Hath led around Its train of circling year$^ 

Shall Britain on the verge of ruin stand. 

A monarch, lost to greatness, to renown, 

The slave of dreaming monks, shall fill her throne. 

Weak and aspiring 5 fond of lawless, rule. 

The lawless rule his mean ambition covets ; 

Unequal to acquire. Yon prince thou saw'st, ^ 

To glory tutor'd by the hand severe 

Of sharp Adversity, shall Heaven upraise. 

And injur'd nations with joint call invoke, 

Their last, their only refuge. Lo f he comes : 

Wide o'er the billows of the boundless deep 

His navy rides triumphant : and the shores 

Of shouting Albion echo turith his name. 

Immortal William ! from before his face. 

Flies Superstition, flies oppressive Power, 

With vile Servility that crouch'd and kiss'd 

The whip he trembled at. From this great hour 

Shall Britain date her rights and laws restor'd : 

And one high purpose rule her sovereign's heart ; 

To scourge the pride of France, that foe profess'd 

To England and to freedom. Yet I see. 

From distant climes in peaceful triumph borne, 

Another king arise ! His early youth 

With verdant laurel crown'd, for deeds of arms 

That Reason's voice approves ; for courage, rais'd 

Beyond all aid from passion, greatly calm ! 

Intrepidly serene ! — ^In days of peace. 

Around his throne the human virtues wait. 

And fair adorn him with their mildest beams ; 

Good without show, above ambition great ; 

« 

Wise, equal, merciful, the friend of man I 

O Alfred ! should thy fate, long ages hence. 
In meaning scenes recall'd, exalt the joy 
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Of some glad festal day, before a prifict 

Sprung &om that king belor'd — Hear, gracious Heaven I 

Thy soft humanity, thy patrilDt heart. 

Thy manly virtue, steady, great, resolv'd. 

Be his supreme ambition ! and with these, 

The happiness, the glory, that await 

Thy better days, be shower'd upon his head ! 

ALFRED. 

O Hermit I thou hast rais'd me to new life ! 

New hopes, new triumphs swell my bounding heart— 

HKRMIT. 

It comes ! it comes !-*~The promised scene discloses ! 

Already the great work of Fate begins ! 

The mighty wheels arc turning, whence will spread, 

Beyond the limits of our narrow world. 

The fair dominions, Alfred, of thy sons. 

Behold the warrior bright with Danish spoils ! — 

The raven droops his wings — and hark ! the trumpet, '*' 

Exulting, speaks the rest. 



SCENE IV. 

Symphony of martial music. ♦ 

ALFRED, ELTRUDA, HERMIT, Earl of DEVON, followed hy 

Soldiers. "^ 



ALFRED. 

t My friend retum*d i ^ ' 
O welcome, welcome ! biit what happy tidings 
Smile in thy chearful countenance i - 



&>) 



ihJs 

MyLicgc, ' •'^' 

Your troops have been successful. But to Heaven ' 
Ascend the praise ! For sure th* event exceeds 
The hand of man. 



ALFRED. 



• t- 



How was it, noble Devon ? 

DEVON. 

You know my castle is not hence far distant. 

Thither I sped : and in a Danish habit 

The trenches passing, by a secret way. 

Known to myself alone, emerged at once 

Amid my joyful soldiers. There I found 

A generous few, the veteran, hardy gleanings 

Of many a hapless fight. They with a fierce 

Heroic fire inspirited each other ; 

'Resolv'd on death, disdaining to survive 

Their dearest country. — " If we fall,** I cr/d, 

<< Let us not tamely fall like passive cowards ! 

<< No : let us live— or let us die, like men ! 

« Come on, my friends : to Alfred we will cut 

« Our glorious way ; or, as we nobly perish, 

<« Will ofier to the genius of our country 

« Whole hecatombs of Danes." — ^As if one soul 

Had mov'd them all, around their heads they flashed 

Their flaming faulchions — << Lead us to those Danes I— • 

« Our country! — vengeance !" was the general cry. 

Strait on the careless drowsy camp we rush'd : 

And rapid, as the flame devours the stubble. 

Bore down the heartless Danes. With this success 

Ouf enterprize increased. Not now contented 

To hew a passage thro* the flying herd ; 

We, unremitting, urg*d a total rotkt. 



' Ti 



120 ALFRED. 

The valiant Hubba bites the bloody field. 

With twice six hundred Danes around him strow'd. 

ALFRED. 

My glorious frusnd ! — ^this action has restor'd 
Our sinking country. — ^What reward can equal 
A deed so great ? — Is not yon pictur'd Raven 
Their famous magic standard — ^Emblem fit 
To speak the savage genius of the people — 
That oft has scattered on our troops dismay. 
And feeble consternation ? 



DEVON. 

*Tis the same. 
Wrought by the sisters of the Danish king, 
Of furious Ivar, in a midnight hour : 
While the sick moon at their enchanted song, 
Wrapt in pale tempest, labour'd thro' the clouds. 
The Demons of destruction then,, they say. 
Were all at»road, and mixing with the woof 
Their baleful power : the sisters ever ^ung \ 
<' Shake, standard, shake, this ruin on our foes ! 
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HERMIT. 

So these infernal powers, with rays of truth. 
Still deck their fables, to delude who trust them. 

ALFRED. 

But where, my noble cousin, are the rest 
Of your brave troops ? 

DEVON. 

On t'other side the stream. 
That half i^icloses this retreat, I left them. 
Rous'd from the fe^, with whidi it was congeal'd 
As in a fi^ost, the country pours amain. 



The spirit of our anceetors h ^p. 

The spirit of Ae Free ! and with ft voice 

That breathes success^ they all demand their king. 

ALFRED. 

Quick, let us join them, and improve their ardor. 
We cannot be too hasty to secure 
The glances of occasion. 



SCENE the Last. 
To them coRXN, EMMA, kneeling to ALFRED. 

Good my Liege, 
Pardon the poor unequal entertainment, 
Which we, unknowing — 

ALFRED. 

Rise, my honest sbepherd, 
I came to thee a peasant, not a prince : 
Thy rural entertainment was sincere. 
Plain, hospitable, kind : such as, I hope. 
Will ever mark ihe manners of this nation. 
You friendly lodg'd me, when by all deserted : 
And shall have ample recompence. 

, CORIN. 

One boon 
Is all I crave. 

ALFRED. 

Good shepherd, speak thy wish. 

CORlN. 

Permission, in ysouir ^wasrs, iwk ^efve your Gr^ce : 
For, tho* here lost in solitafy shad«s> 



A simpfe swaMif I bear aa English heart : . ...>'^. O 

A heart ihat horns with rage to see those DaaeSf' ^' 

Those foreign mflknSf those inhttnum pirates» 
Ott our inferiors proved, thus lord it o^er us. 

ALFRED. 

Brave countryman, come on. lis such as thou. 
Who from affection serve, and free-bom zeal. 
To guard whatever is dear and sacred to them, 
That are a king's best honour and defence. 

EMMA sings tbefiU^wing 
SONG. 

If thoKy who live in Acpherd's bower. 

Press not the rich and lOiuly bed : 
The aew^moirn Ymj and bretthing flower 

A softer couch beneath them spread. 

I » 

t' 
If those, who sit at shepherd's boanU 

Sooth not dietr taste by wanton ait ; 

They take what NiQire's gift aflbid. 
And take it with a chearfiii heart. 

If those whodiain the shepherd's bowl. 

No hi^ and sparkling wines can boast; 
With wholesome cups they chear the soul, 

And crown them with the village toast. 

If those who join in shepherd's sport, 

6ay-dancing on the daisy'd ground. 
Have not the splendor of a court ; 

Yet love adorns tht merry round. 

ALF&ID. 

My lov'd Eltruda I thou shalt here remain. 
With genjtle Emma, and this reverend hermit. 
Te silver stifeaifis, tiifettm u r m mfa^ Mrind around 
Thb dudcy spot, to you I trust my all f 



HERMIT. 

Alfred, go forth ! lead on the radiant years. 

To thee reveaPd in vision. — ^Lo ! they rise ! 

Lo ! patriots, heroes, sages, crowd to birth : 

And bards to sing them in immortal verse ! 

I see thy commerce, Britain, grasp the world : 

All nations serve thee ; every foreign flood. 

Subjected, pays its tribute to the Thames. 

Thither the golden South obedient pours 

His sunny treasures : thither the soft East 

Her spices, delicacies, gentle gifts : 

And thither his rough trade the stormy North. 

See, where beyond the vast Atlantic surge. 

By boldest keels untouch'd, a dreadful space ! 

Shores, yet unfound, arise ! in youthful prime. 

With towering forests, mighty rivers crown'd : 

These stoop to Britain's thunder. This new world. 

Shook to its centre, trembles at her name: 

And there her sons, with aim exalted, sow 

The seeds of rising empire, arts, and arms. 

Britons, proceed, the subject Deep command, 
Awe with your navies every hostile land. 
Vain are their threats, their armies all are vain : 
They rule the balanced world, who rule the main. 
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TANCJRE© AN® SIGISMUNBA. 



♦ i' 



TRAGEDY. 



K3 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



This play is considerably shortened in the performance; 
but I hope it will not be disagreeable to the Reader to 
see it as it was at first written ; there being a great dif- 
ference betwixt a play in the closet, and upon the stage. 



TO 



HIS ROTAt HIOHNE6S 



FREDERICK, 



PRINCE OF WALES. » 



SIR, 

The honour four royal kicHNSSs has done me in 
the protection you was pleased to give to this tragedy» em« 
boldens me to lay it now at your feet, and beg your per- 
mission to publish it under your Royal patronage. The 
favouring and protecting of letters has been in all ages 
and countries, one distinguishing mark of a great prince; 
and that with good reason, not only as it shews a just- 
ness of taste and elevation of mind, but as the influence 
of such a protection, by exciting good writers to labour 
with more emulation in the improvement of their several 
talents, not a little contributes to the embellishment and 
instruction of society. But of all the difierent species 
of writing, none has such an efiect upon the lives and 
manners of men, as the dramatic ; and, therefore, that 
of all others most deserves the attention of princes; 
who, by a judicious approbation of such pieces as tend 
to promote all public and private virtue, may, more 
than by any coercive methods, secure the purity of the 
stage ; and in consequence thereof greatly advance the 
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DEDICATION. 

morals and politeness of their people. How eminently 
your ROTAL HIGHNESS has always extended your favour 
and patronage to every art and science, and in a parti- 
cular manner to dramatic performances, is too well 
known to the world for me to mention it here. Allow • 
me only to wish, that what I h^ve now the honour to 
offer to your royal highness, may be judged not un- 
worthy of your protection, at least in the sentiments 
which it ineulcates. A warm and grftteful sense of your 
goodness to me, makes me desirous to seize every occa- 
sion of declaring in public, with what profound respect 
and dutiful attachment I aiA, 



SIR, 



YOUR ROyAL highness'^ . 

Mo9t obliged. 

Most obedient, and 

Most devoted Servant, 



JAMES THOMSON. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Bold is the man ! who, in this nicer age, 
Presumes to tread the chaste corrected stage. 
Now, with gay^ tinsel arts, we can no more 
Conceal the want of Nature's sterling ore. 
Our spells are vanished, broke our magic wand, 
That us'd to waft you over sea and land. '^ 
Before your light the fairy people fade. 
The demons fly — The ghost itself is laid. ' ' 

In vain of martiai s^e^^B the k>nd /aiarms| 
The mighty prompter thundering out to anp^ » 
The playhouse posse clattering from afar, 
The close-wedg'ti battle, and the din of war.' 
Now, even the senate seldom we convene ; 
The yawning fath^r^ nod behind the sc^ne.! . 
Your ta'st^ rejects the glittering fah^ 9UbliflP^, ^ 
To sigh in metaphor, and die in rhyme. 
High rant is tumbled from bis gallery 'thrptie : - 
Description dreams— nay, similies are gone. 

What shall we then ? to please yon how dfivise 
Whose judgment sits not in your ears and eyes ? 
Thrice happy! cpuld we c^tqh greet ^S^akeqfeare'a art, 
To trace the deep recesses of the heart ; 
His simple plain sublime, td which is given 
To strike the soul with darted flame from heaven : 
Could we awake soft Otway*s tender woe. 
The pomp of verse and golden lines of Jlowe* 

We to your hearts apply : let them attend; 
Before their silent candid bar we bend. 
If warm'd, they listen, ^tis our noblest praise ; 
If cold, they wither all the Muse's bays. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



Mr. Garrick. 



J Mr. 



Sheridan. 



Tancred, Count of Leece, 

Matteo Siffrbdi, Lord High Chan- 
cellor of Sicily , - - . 

Earl Osmond, Lord High Constable of ) 

Sicily, ... ^ ] Mr. Delanb. 

RoDOLPHO, Friend to Tancrcd, and) 

Captain of the Guards, . j ^^- Havaro. 

SiGisMUNDA, Daughter of Sifiredi, Mrs. Cisbbr. 

Laura, Sister of Rodolpho, and Friend ) 
to Sigismunda, - . . ^MiwBuDaw-. 






Barons, Officers, Guards, ^c. 
SCENE, The City of Palenno in Sicily. 
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TANCHEB AN©'SIGISM1[7NBA. 



TRAGEDY. 



ACT L SCENE I. 



SIGISMXTMDA) LAITRI. 



SIQISMUXDA. 

Ah fatal day to Sicily ! The king 
Approaches his last moments I 

LAURA. 

So 'tis fcar'd. 

SIGISMUKDA. 

The death of those distinguish'd by their station. 
But by (heir virtue more, awakes the mind 
To solemn dread, and strikes a saddening awe : 
Not that we grieve for them, but for ourselves. 
Left to the toil of life — And yet the best 
Are, by the playful children of this world. 
At once forgot, as they had never been. 

Laura, *tis said — ^the heart is sometimes charg'd 
With a prophetic sadness : such, mcMxik$$ 
Now hangs an mioe. The king's, appfo^ebing 4e»tb 



I40 TANCR£D AND SIGfiMUNDA. 



Suggests a fhontand feaau Wliat troohfes 
l(a|rdiiiiir'tlic state qp^c^npOfe.miD cnsifaa iu,' > . 
Wbat sudden changes in my fatber's house 
May rise, and part me from my dearest Tancicdy 
Alarms my .thought. 

The fears of love-sick fancy ! 
Penrersdy busy to torment itself. 
But be assur*d, your father's steady friendship, 
Join'd to a certain genius^ that, commands. 
Not kneels to fortune, will suppOTt and cheridb 
Here in the puUic eye of Sicily, 
This— I may call hvn — hi^ adopted son, . 
The noble Tancred, form'd to all his virtues. 

Ah form'd to charm his daughter !— This fair mom 
Has tempted far the chace. Is he not yet 
Retum'd ? 

LAURA. 

No.— When your fiidier to the king. 
Who now expiring lies, was call'd in haste. 
He sent each way his messengers to find him ; 
With such a look of ardor and impatience. 
As if this near event was to count Tancred « 
Of more importance than I comprehend. 

SIGiSMUHDA. 

There lies, my Laura, o'er my Tancied's birth 

A cloud I cannot pierce. Widi princely accost, 

Nay, with respect, which oft I have observ'd. 

Stealing at times siibmiteive o'«r his features. 

In Belmont's woodiP ifiy fadier rear'd diiH joulk^-^' 

Ah woods i whete jirst my artless bosom lesirfl|^'/< *«^ >?' 
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TAMCRED AND SIGISMU19D A: 14 r 

The sight of love. — ^He,giv.e$.him out the son 

Of an old frietid, a baron of Apulia, - ^ 

Who in the late criisado br^yely fell. 

But then 'tis strange \ is all his family - ' ~ ' • ' ^ 

As well as father dead ? and' all their friends. 

Except my sire, tb(S gQiierov$[ good Sifire4i f i 

Had he a SK^her, sister,; brptherj: lei|, , 

The last remain of kiudi5ed|; with, what, prffte, . ...... d .1/5 

What rapture, might they fly -o'er e^riJi jjn4^«s|>. u\ : ..i j 
To claim this rising honour of their :b}p9d I ,' . . . rr v^f 
This bright unkno\y:n ! thisiall dpcompli^.'id .yiQi^ I,, a ■ \\ 
Who charms — top-much — ^tbe heart. of Sigismui^;! ..;; j 

Laura,, perhaps jour brother kna^s him b£^t^> » .-: 
The friend and partner of his' frefest tours. . . : /. i j 
What says Rodolpho ? Docs he truly :crpdit: . . . ;/ ; I 
This story of his birth? ,. ..,,,. , v lO 

LAURWk, 

He has sometimes^ . . / 

Like you his doubts; yet when maturely weighM, 
Believes it true. As for lord Tancrei's self. 
He never entertain*d! the slightest thought 
That virgM to doubt; but oft laments his state. 
By cruel fortune so ill-pair'd to yours. 

'BieiSMUNPA.' * ' 

Merit like his, the fortune of the mind, 

Beggars all wealth— Then, to your broAcr,.liaura, 

He talks of me, ? 

LACitA. 

Of nothing else. Howe'er 
The talk begin, it ends with Sigismunda. 
Their morning, noontide, and their evening Walki 
Are full of yoi^ ; and all the woods of Belmcint 
Inamour'd with your name— — 



» «. 



1 , ' 



Away, my friend j 
Tou flatter— Yet the dear delusion charms. 

LAUEJl. ■ -•. 1 , ( 

No, Sigismunda, 'tis the strictest tmh^ ' 

Nor half the truth, I tell you. Eren with lojAdness 

My brother talks for ever of the passion ' 

That fires young Tancred's breast. So much it strijces him^ 

He praises love as if he were a loven 

He blahies the false pursuits of vagrant youth, 

Calls ihem gay follyi a mistaken struggle 

Against best-judging Nature. Heaven, he says. 

In lavish bounty formed the heart for love ; 

In love included all the finer seeds 

Of honour, virtue, friendship, purest Miss— —' 

SIGISftfVNDA. 

Virtuous Rodolpho ! 

LAURA. 

Then his pleasing tl^eme 
He varies to the praises of your lover ■ 

And what, my Laura, says he on the subject ? — 

He says, Aat, tho* he were not noblf biom, 

Nature has form'd him noble, generous, btseve, * 

Truly magnanimous, and warmly scorning 

Whatever bears the smallest taint at baseness : 

That every easy virtue is his own j • ^ 

Not learnt by painful labour, but inspir'd. 

Implanted in his soul — Chiefly one c^<irm 

He in his graceful character observes ;. , , ... ' , 
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That tho' his passions burn with h^h impatience. 
And sometimes, from a noble beat of nature^ 
Are ready to fly offj yet the least check 
Of ruling reason brings them back to temper^ 
And gentle softness. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

True ! O true, Rodolpho ! 
Blest be thy kindred worth for loving his ! 
He is all warmth, all amiable fire, 
All quick heroic ardor ! temper'd soft 
With gentleness of heart, and manly reason ! 
If Virtue were to wear a human form, 
To light it with her dignity and flame. 
Then soft'ning mix her smiles and tender graces ; 
O she would chuse the person of my Tancred ! 
Go on, my friend, go on, and ever praise him ; 
The subject knows no bounds, nor can I tire. 
While my breast trembles to that swe^t^st music ! , 
The heart of woman tastes no truer joy, 

Is never flatter'd with such dear enchantment 

nris moi€ than selfish vanity — ^as when 

She hears the praises of the man she loves— *-^ 



Madam, your father comes. 



SCENE II. 



SIfFREDI, SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 



StFF&EBI. 



). 
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LAURA. -T 
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[To an Attendant as he enters} 

Lord Tancred then ' * ^ 

Isfound? • • ' .• .. i;iiaf *.-^ ' 
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A 
■ ■ • ■ ! ' , *• . t ' ' 

My 16rd, Hie quickly will be here. 
I scarce could keep before him, tho^ he bid me 
Speed on, to say he would attend ybur orders. 

SIFFRF.DI. 

Tis well — ^retijrc— Youi too, my daughter, leave me. 

SIGTSMUNDA. ' 

I go, my father. But how, fares the kinj^ ? 

SIFI-itBDX. ' 

He is no more. Gone to that awful state, 
Where kings the crown wear only of their virtues. 

■ 

SIGISMUKDA. /. . » 

How bright must then be his !-^This stroke is sudden. ^ 
He was this morning well, when to the chace 
Lord Tancred went. 

r • • * 

SIFFKEDI. 

Tia true. But. at his years j 
Death gives short notice — Drooping naturq then. 
Without a gust of pain to shake it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy period 
Which few attain. The duties of his day ' ' 
Were all discharged, and gratefully enjoy'd 
It's noblest blessings j calm as evening skies. 
Was his pure mind, and lighted up with hopes 
That open heaven; when, for his last long sleep 
Timely prepared, a lassitude of life, 
A pleasing weariness of mortal joy, 
Fdl on his soul, and down he sunk to rest. 
O may my death besuch ! > H e but one wish 
Left unfiilfill'dy which was to see count Tancred^ 



To sec count Tancrcd ! — Pardon me, my lor d - ■ 

ftlFFRBDr. 

For what, my daughter ? — ^But, with sUch emodoni 
Why did you start at mention of count Tancrcd i 

SIGISHtti^DA. 

Nothing-'— I only hop'd the dying king 

Might mean to make some generous just provision 

For this your worthy charge, tltfs noble orphan. 

SIFFREDI. 

And he has done it largely— -Leave me now«^ 
I want 80B|6 private conference with lord Tancrcd* 



SCENE Hi. 

« 

SIFFREDI alone* 

My doubts are but too true-^If these old eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual passion 
Has seizM, I fear, my daughter and this prince, 
My sovereign now — Should it be so ? Ah there. 
There lurks a brooding tempest, that may shake 
My long concerted scheme, to settle firm 
The public peace and welfare which the king ' 
Has made the prudent basis of his will— — - 
Away I unworthy views ! you shall not tempt me ( 
Nor interest, nor ambition shall seduce 

My fixt resolve perish the selfish thought. 

Which our own good prefers to that, of millions !— ^ 
He comes — my king-^iaconscious of his fortune. . 

VOL. III. L 
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SCENE. IV. 

TANCREDi 8IFFREDI. 
TANCRED. 

My lord Siffiredi, in your looks I readi 
Confirmed, the mournful news that fly abroad 
From tongue to tongue — ^We then, at last, have lost 
The good old king ? 

SJFFRKIU. 

I 

T<e8, we hare lost a father ! 
The greatest blessing Heaven bestows on mortals^ 
And seldom found amidst these wilds of time. 
/ A good, a worthy king !-^Hear me, my Tancred, 
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words, ' 
How he deservM that best, that glorious title. 
'TIS nought complex, 'tis clear as truth and virtue. 
He lov'd his peoplf , deem'd them all lus children } 
The good exalted,^ and depressed the bad« 
He 8pum*d.the flattering crew, widi scorn rejected 
Their smooth advice that only means themselves, 
Their schemes to aggrandize him into baseness : 
Nor did he loss disdain the secret breath. 
The wlusper'd tate, tiiat blights a yirtuous name. 
He sought alone the good of thqse for whom 
He w^& entrusted with the sovereign power : 
Well knowing that a people in their rights 
And industry protected y liviag safe . ' 
Beneath the sacred shelter of the laws. 
Encouraged in their genius, arts, and iaboui:s, . 
And happy esiqjb as he himself., deserves. 
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Are ne'er ungrateful. With unsparing hand 
I'hey will for him provide : their filial love 
And confidence are his unfailing treasure, 
And every honest hlan his faithful guard. 

TANCRED. 

A general face of grief overspreads the city. 

I mark'd the people, as I hither came, 

In crowds assembled, struck with silent sotrow, 

And pouring forth the noblest praise of tears; 

Those, whom remembrance of their former wo^s, 

And long experience of the vain illusions 

Of youthful hope, had into wise consent 

And fear of change corrected, wrung their hands. 

And often casting up their eyes to heaven. 

Gave sign of sad conjecture. Ofhers shewed. 

Athwart their grief, or real or aflected, 

A gleam of expectation, from what chance 

And change mi^t bring. A mmgled murmur run 

Along the streets ; and, from the lonely court 

Of him who can no more assist their fortunes,- 

I saw the courtier-fry, with eager haste. 

All hurrying to ODnstantia. 

SIFFREDI. 

Noble youth ! 
I joy to hear from thee these just reflections. 
Worthy of riper years — ^But if they seek 
Constantia, trust me, they nfiistake tfaeircourse. 

TANCRED. 

How ! is she no*t, my lord, the late king's sister. 
Heir to the' crown of' Sicily ? the last 
Of our faxn^d Norman line, and now our qtie^n ? 

L z 
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8IFFREDI. 

Tancredy 'tis trtie ; she is the late king's sister. 
The sole Surviving offspring of that tyrant 
William the Bad — ^so for his vices stil'd ; 
Who spilt much noble blood, and sore oppressed 
Th' exhausted land : whence grievous wars arose. 
And many a dire convulsion shook the state. 
When he, whose death Sicilist mourns to-day, 
William, who has and well deservM the name 
Of Gk)od, succeeding to his father's throne, 
Reliev'd his country's woes — But to return — 
She is the late king's sister, borri some months 
After the tyrant's death, but not next heir. 

TANCRED. 

Tott much surprise me— May I then presume 
To ask who is ? 

SXFFEKPl. 

Come nearer, noble Tancred, 
Son of my eare ! I must, on this occasion, 
G>nsult thy generous heart ; which, when conducted 
By rectitude of mind and honest virtues. 
Gives better counsel than the hoary head-^ 
Then know, their lives a prince, here in Palermo, 
The lineal offspring of our famous hero, 
Roger the First* 

TANCRED. 

Great Heaven !— How far rcmov'd 
From that our mighty founder ? 

SIFFREDX. 

His great grandson : 
Sprung from ^is eldest son, who died untimely. 
Before his father. 
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TAKCRED. 

Ha ! the prince you mean 
Is he not Manfred's son ? The generous^ braver 
Unhappy Manfred ! whom the tyrant William 
You just now mentioned, not content to spoil 
Of his paternal croMrn, threw mtp fetters, 
And infamously murder'd ? 

SIFFREDf. 

Yes — ^th? s^mct 

TANCRED. 

By Heavens ! I joy to find our Norman reign. 
The world's sole light amidst these barbarous ages I 
Yet rears its head ; and shall not^ from the lance. 
Pass to the feeble distaflF — But this prince 
Where has hef lain conceal'd f > 

SIFFREDI. 

The late good king, 
By noble pity mov'd, contrived to save' him 
From his dire father's unrelenting rage. 
And had him rear'd in private, as became 
His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture. 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled state^ 
By civil broils most miserably torn, ^ 
He in his safe retreat has lain conceal'd. 
His birth and fortune to himself unknown s 
But when the dying king to me entrusted. 
As to the chancellor of the realm, his will. 
His successor he nam'd him* 

TA17CRED. 

Happy youth I 
He then will triumph o'er his father's foes. 
O'er haughty Osmond, and the tyrant's daughter. 

L3 
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Ay, dut is what I dread — that heat of youth \ 
There lurks, I fear, perdition to the state. 
I drc^ the horrors of rekindled war : 
Tho' dead, the tyrant still is to be fear'd ; 
His daughter's party still is strong, and numerous : 
Her friend, earl Osmond, constable of Sicilyi 
Experiencf d, brave, high-bom, of mighty interest. 
Better the prince and princess should by marriage 
Unite their friends, their interest and their claims ; 
Then will the peace and welfare of the land 
On a firm basis rise. , 

TAVCRED. 

My lord Sifiredi, 
It by myself I of this prince may judge. 
That scheme will scarce succeed — ^Your prudent age 
In vain will counsel, if the heart forbid it — 
But wherefore fear i The right is clearly his \ 
And, under your direction, with each man 
Of worth, and stedfast loyalty, to back 
At once the king's appointment and his birthright. 
There is no groundJbr fear. They have great odds. 
Against th' astonished sons of violence. 
Who fight with awful justice on their side. 
All Sicily will rouse, ajl &itbful hearts 
Will range themselves around prince Bibofired's son. 
For me, I here devote me t<> the service 
Of this young prince ; I every d^op. of blood 
Will lose with joy, with transport ijx lu& cause- 
Pardon my warmth — but that, my lord, will never 
To this decision come — ^Th|?n find the prince ; 
Lose not a moment to awaken in him 
The royal ^ul. Perhaps he now desponding 
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Pines in a cottier, and laments his fortune ; 
That in the narrower bounds of private life 
He must confine his aims, diose swelling Virtues 
Which from his noble father he inherits. 

SIFFREDI. 

Perhaps, regardless, in the coihmpn bane 

Of youth he mehs, in vanity and loVe. 

But if the seeds of virtue glow within him, 

I will awake a higher sense, a love 

That grasps the loves and happiness of millions. 

TANCRED. 

Why that surmise ? Or should he love, Siffiredi, 

I doubt not, it is nobly, which will raise 

And animate his virtues — O permit me 

To plead the cause of youth — Their virtue oft 

In pleasure's soft enchantment lull'd a while 

Forgets itself; it sleeps and gayly dreams. 

Till great occasion rouse it : Then all flame^ 

It walks abroad, with heightened soul and vigour. 

And by the ch^ge astonidies the world. 

Even with a kind of sympathy, I feel 

The joy that waits this prince \ when all the powers, 

Th' expanding heart can wish, of doing good ; 

Whatever swells ambition, or exalts 

The human soul into divine emotions, 

All crowd at once upon him. 

sirrREOi. 

Ah, myTancred, 
Nothing so easy as in speculation. 
And at a distance seen, the course of honour, 
A fair delightful champain streVd with flowers* 
But when the practice comes ; when our fond passionsf 

1-4 
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Pteasore, and pride, and 8elf4ndii]genoe» diiDv 
Their magic dust anrand, die p ro sp cc l roughens 
Then dicadftd passes* cnggjr mountains rise, 
CBflls to be scaPdy and torrents to be sfeemm'd : 
Then toil ensues, and pcxsevcnnoe stem , 
And jpndless combats wim onr grosser sense. 
Oft lost, and oft renewed ; and generous pain 
For odiers fieh ; and, haider lesson stiill i 
Onr hooest Uiss far odiers sacrificM $ 
And an tiie nigged task of viitae quaik 
The stoutest heart of common resolutioo. 
Few get above this tnxbid scene of strife. 
Few gain the summit, breathe diat purest air. 
That heavenly ether, which untrouUed sees 
The storm of rice and pasrion rage below. 



lAbst true, my lonL But why thus augur iU ? 
Tou seem to doid»t this prince. I know him not. 
Tet oh, mediinks, my heart could answer for Um ! 
The juncture is so hi^ so strong tiie gale 
That Mows from heaven, as duo' the de a de st soul 
Might breathe the goiBike energy of viituc. 

sirrsKDi. 

Hear him, immoital diades of his great fitfhcis!«7 

Fofghre me. Sir, tins trial of your heart : 
TlMm! Thou art he! 



Sifiedi! 

SIFFftEOI. 

Tancrei^ thoul 
Tlum art die man, of aU the many thowsaml^ 
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That toil upon the boaom of thii isle 

By Heaven elected to command the rest, 

To rule, protect them, and to make them happy I 

TANCRED. 

Manfred my father ! I the last support 

Of the fam'd Norman line, that awes the world ! 

I ! who this morning wander'd forth an orphan. 

Outcast of all but thee, my second father ! 

Thus caird to glory ! to the first great lot 

Of human kind ! — ^O wonder-working Hand 

That, in majestic silence, sways at will 

The mighty movements of unbounded nature ; 

grant me. Heaven ! the virtues to sustain 
This awful burden of so many heroes ! 

Let me not be exalted into shame. 

Set up the worthless pageant of vain grandeur. 

Meantime I thank the justice of the king, ^ 

Who has my right bequeathed me. Thee, Siffiredi, 

1 thank thee — O I ne'er enough can thank thee ! 
Tes, thou hast been — ^thou art — shalt be my father ! 
Thou'shalt direct my unexperienc'd years, 

Shalt be die ruling head, and I the hand. 

SIFF&EDI. 

It is enpugh for me — to see my sovereign 
Assert bis virtue^, apd maintain his honour* 

TANCRED. 

I think, my lord, you said the king committed 

To you his will. I hope it is not clogg'd 

With any bfi3e conditions, any clause, 

To tyrahnizje my heart, and to Constantia 

Enslave my hand devoted to another. 

The hint you just now gave of that siUiancCf 
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Toa most imaginey wakes my feas. B«t kaowy 

In this alone I will not bear dispute. 

Not even from thee, Sifiredi l^-^Let tbe oooncil 

Be strait assembled, and the will there openM : 

Thence issue speedy orders to convene. 

This day ere nodn, the senate : where those barons. 

Who now are in Palermo, will attend. 

To pay their ready homage to the king. 

Their rightful king, who daim^ his native crown. 

And will not be a king by deeds and parchments. 

SIFFREDI. 

I go, my liq;e. But once again permit me 
To tell you — ^Now, now, is the trying crisis. 
That must determine of your future reign. 
O with heroic rigour watch your heart ! 
And to the sovereign duties of the king, 
Th' unequal'd pleasures of a God on earth. 
Submit the common joys, the common passions. 
Nay, even the virtues of the private man. 

TANCRED. 

Of that no more. They not oppose, but aid, 
Invigorate, cherish, and reward each other. 
The kind all-ruling Wisdom is no tyrant. 



SCENE V. 

TANC&BD alontk 

Now, generous Sigisiiiunda, conies my turn 
To shew my love was not of thine unworthy, 
When fortune bade me blush to look to thee. 
But what is fortune to the wiish of love ? 
A miserable bankrupt ! O ^ds poor. 



TANCRED AND SIGISMUNDA. 155 

TTis scanty all, whatever wc can bestow ! 
The wealth of kings is wretchedness and want I — 
Quick, let me find her ! taste that highest joy, 
Th' exalted heart can know, the mixt effusion 
Of gratitude and love I — ^Behold, she comes ! 



SCENE VL 

TANCRED, SIGISMUNDA. 
TANCRED. 

My fluttering soul was all on wing to find thee. 
My love ! my Sigismunda ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

O my Tancred ! 
Tell me, what means this mystery and gloom 
That low'rs around ? Just now, involv'd in thought. 
My father shot athwart me-r-You, my lord. 
Seem strangely mov'd — ^I fear some dark event 
From the king's death to trouble our repose. 
That tender calm we in the woods of Belmont 

So happily enjo/d Explain this hurry. 

What means it ? Say. 

TANCRED. 

It means that we are happy I 
Beyond our most romantic wishes happy! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

y ott but perplex me more. 

TANCRED. 

It means, my fairest ! 
That thou art queen of Sicily \ and I 
The happiest of mankind ! than monarch, more ! 
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Because wkh thee I can adorn my throne- 
Manfred, who fell by tyrant William's rage, 
Fam'd Roger's lineal issue, was my father. 

You droop, my love ; dejected on a sudden ; 
Tou seem to mourn my fortune — ^The soft tear 

Springs in thy eye — O let me kiss it off 

Why this, my Sigismunda ? 

SIGISMURDA. 

Royal Tancred, 
None at your glorious fortune can like me 
Rejoice ; — ^yet me alone, of all Sicilians, 
It makes unhappy. 

TAKCR£D. 

I should hate it then ? 
Should throw, with scorn, the splendid ruin from me ! — 
No, Sigismunda, 'tis my hope with thee 
To share it, whence it draws its richest value. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Tou are my sovereign — I at humble distance—— 

TANCRED. 

^rhou art my queen ! the sovereign of my soul ! 
You never reign'd with such triumphant lustre. 
Such winning charms as now ; yet, thou art still 
The dear, the tender, generous Sigismunda ! 
Who, with a heart exalted far above 
Those selfish views that charm the common breast, 
Stoop'd from the height of life and courted beauty, 
Then, then, to love me, when I seem'd of fortune 
The hopeless outcast, when I had no friend, 
Notie to protect and own me but thy father. 
And would'st thou claim all goodness to thyself ? ' 
Canst thou thy Tancred deem so dtilly form'd. 
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Of such gross clay, just as I reach the point — 
A point my wildest hopes could never image — 
In that great moment, full of every virtue. 
That I should then so mean a traitor prove 
To the best bliss and honour of mankind. 
So much disgrace the human heart, as then. 
For the dead form of flattery, and pomp. 
The faithless joys of courts, to quit kind truth. 
The cordial sweets of friendship and of love. 
The life of life ! my all, my Sigismunda ! 
I could upbraid thy fears, call them unkind. 
Gruel, unjust, an outrage to my heart. 
Did they not spring from love. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Think not, my lord, 
That to such vulgar doubts I can descend. 
Your heart, I know, disdains the little thought 
Of changing with the vain external change 
Of circumstance and fortune. Rather thence 
It would, with rising ardour, greatly feel 
A noble pride to shew itself the same. 
But, ah ! the hearts of kings are not their own. 
There is a haughty duty that subjects them 
To chains of state, to wed the public welfare. 
And not indulge the tender private virtues. 
Some high-descended princess, who will bring 
New power and int^r^st to your throne, demands 
Tour royal hand<-^perhaps Constantia— • 

TAKCRED. 

• She ! 

name her not ! Were I this moment free, 
Aijd disengag'd as be who never felt 
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The powerful cy« of beauty, never sighM 

For matchless worth like thine, I should abhor 

All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 

Most basely mttider'd mine -, and &e, his daughter. 

Supported by his barbarous party still, 

His pride inherits, his imperious spirit. 

And insolent pretensions to my throne. 

And canst thou deem me then so poorly t^ane. 

So cool a traitor to my father's blood. 

As from the prudent cowardice of state 

E'er to submit to such a base proposal ? 

Detested thought I O doubly, doubly hateful ! 

From the two strongest passions ; from aversion 

To this Constantia — ^and from love to thee. 

Custom, 'tis true^ a venerable tyrant, 
O'er servile man extehds her blind dominion : 
The pride of kin'gs enslaves them ; their ambition. 
Or interest, lords it o'er the better passions. 
But vain their talk, mask'd under specious words 
Of station, duty, and of' public good : 
They whom just Heaven has' to a throne exalted^ 
To guard the rights and liberties of others, 
What duty binds them to betray their own ? 
For me, my free-bom heart shall bear no dictates. 
But those of truth and honour; wear nb chains. 
But the dear chains of loVe and Sigismuhda ! 
Or if indeed my choice must be directed 
By views of public good, whom'shUl I'chuse 
So fit to grace, to digtiify a' cr6wn> 
And beam sweet mercy on a happy people. 
As thee, my love i whom place upon my throne 
But thee, descended from the good Sifiredi I 
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'Tis fit that heart' be thine, which drew fnom him 
Whate'er tan make it worthy thy acceptance* 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Cease, cease, to raise my hopes above my duty. 
Charm me no more, my Tancred ! — O that we 
In those bkst woods, where fir^t you won my soul» 
Had passM our gentle days : far from the toil 
And pomp of courts ! Such is the wish of love ; 
Of love, that, with delightful weakness, knows 
No bliss and no ambition but itself. 
But, in the world's full light, those charming dreams. 
Those fond illusions vanish. Awful duties, 
The tyranny of men, even your own heart. 
Where lurks a sense your passion stifles now, 
And proud imperious honour, call you from me. 
Tis all in vain — ^You cannot hush a voice 
That murmurs here — ^I must not be persuaded ! 

TANCRED, kneeling. 

Hear me, thou soul of all my hopes and wishes I 

And witness. Heaven ! prime source of love and joy ! 

Not a whole warring world combined against me ; 

Its pride, its splendor, its imposing forms. 

Nor interest, nor ambition, nor the face 

Of solemn state, not even thy father's wisdom. 

Shall ever shake my faith to Sigismunda I 

[Trumpets imd acclamations heard. 
But, hark ! the public voice to duties calls me. 
Which with unweary'd zeal I will discharge ; 
And thou, yes thou, shalt be my bright reward—- 
Tet — ere I go— to hush thy lovely fears, 
Thy delicate objections—— [writes bis name. 

Take this bbnk, 
SignM with my name, and give it to thy father : 
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Tdl him^ 'tis my command it be fiU'd up 
With a most strict and solemn marriage-contraet. 
How dear each tie 1 how charming to my soul I 
That more unites me to my Sigismunda. 

For thee and for my people's good to live^ 
Is all the bliss which sovereign power can give* 
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ACT n. SCENE t 

« SIFFREOIy tJmti 

So far 'tis well-^The late king's will proceeds 
Upon the plan I counserd*, that prince Tancred 
Shall make Constantia partner of his throne. 

greats O wish'd event ! whence the dire seeds 
Of dark intestine broils^ of civil war. 

And all its dreadful miseries and crimes^ • 
Shall be for ever rooted from the land. 
May these dim eyes, long blasted by the rage 
Of cruel faction and my country's woes, 
Tir'd with the- toils and vanities of life, 
Behold this period, then be clos'd in peace I 
But how this mighty obstacle surmount. 
Which love has thrown betwixt ? Love, that disturbs 
The schemes of wisdom still \ that, wing'd widi passion. 
Blind and impetuous in its fond pursuits, ■■' \ 
Leaves the grey-headed reason far behind. 
Alas ! how frail the state of human bliss ! 
When even our honest passions oft destroy it, 

1 was to blame, in solitude and shades. 
Infectious scenes ! to trust their youthful hearts. 
Would I had mark'd the rising flame ! that now 
Bums out with dangerous force^My daughter owns 
Her passion for the. king ; she trembling own'd it. 
With prayers and tears and tender supplications^ 
That almost shook my firmness — ►And this blaiik| 
Which his rash fondness gave her, shews how much. 
To what a wild extravagance he loves — 

I see no means — ^it foils my deepest thought-^ 
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How to controul this madness of the king, 
That wears the face of virtue^ and will thence 
Disdain restraint, will from his generous heart 
Borrow new rage, even speciously oppose 
To reason reason — But it must be done. 
My own advice, of which I more and more 
Approve, the strict conditions of the will, 
Highly demand his marriage with Constantia; 
Or else her party has a fair pretence- 



And all, at once, is horror and confusion^—- 

How issue from this maze ? — ^The crowding barons. 

Here summon'd to the palace, meet already. 

To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 

On a few moments hangs the public fate. 

On a few hasty moments — ^Ha ! there shone 

A gleam*of hope — Tes — with this very paper 

I yet will save him — Necessary means 

For good and noble ends can ne'er be wrong. 

In that resistless, that peculiar case. 

Deceit is tlruth and virtue — But how hold 

This lion in the toil ? — O I will form it 

Of such a fatal thread, twist it so strong 

With all the ties of honour and of duty. 

That his most desperate fury shall not break 

The honest snare — ^Here is the royal hand — 

I will beneath it write a perfect, full. 

And absolute agreement to the will ; 

Which read before the nobles of the realm 

Assembled, in the sacred face of Sicily, 

Constantia present, every heart and eye 

Fix'd on their monarch, every tongue applauding. 

He must submit, his dream of love must vanish-*- 

It shall be done !-r: — ^To me, I know, 'tis ruin ; 

But safety to the public, to the king. 
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I will not reason more, I will not listen 
Even to the voice of honour — ^No^-*-'tis fix'd ! 
I here devote me for my prince and country ; 
Let them be safe, and let me nobly perish ! 

Behold e^rl Osmond cornea ; without whose aid 
My schemes are all in vain. 



SCENE n. 

OSMOND^ SIFFREDI. 
OSMOND, 

My lord Siffredi^ 
I from the council hastened to Constantb^ 
And have accomplished what we there propos'd.« 
The princess to the will submits her claims. 
She with her presence means to grace the senate. 
And of your royal charge young Tancred's band 
Accept. At first)* indeed, it isfaock'd her hopes 
Of reigning sole, this new surprizing scene 
Of Manfred's son, appointed by the king 
With her joint heir— But I so fully shew'd 
The justice of the case, the public good 
And sure estabjiish'd peace which thence would rise, 
Join'd to the stioftg necessity that urg'd her. 
If on Sicilians throne she meant to sit. 
As to the wise disposal of the will 
Her high ambition tam'd. Methought, be^es, 
I could discern ^that not from prudence merely 
She to this choice submitted. 

SIFFREDI. 

Noble Osmond, 
You have in this done to the public great 

M2 
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And signal service. Yes, I must vrtnr it ; 
This frank and ready instance of yonr zea]. 
In such a trying crisis of the ststej 
When interest and anilntion might hare warp'd 
Tour views ; I own, this truly generous viitue 
Upbraids the rashness of my former judgment. 



Sifiredi, do. — To you belongs the praise ; 
The glorious work is yours. Had I not sdz'd> 
ImproWd the wUh'd occauon to root out 
Divinon irom the land, and save my countryi 
I had been base, been infamous for eter, 
Tis you, my lord, to whom the mat^ thousands. 
That by the barbarous sword of civil war 
Had fallen ii^loriou8> owe their lives i to you 
Tlie st>ns of this £ur isle, from her first peers 
Down to the swain who tills her golden plains. 
Owe their safe homes, their soft domeaac hours> 
And thro' late time posterity shall bleis you, 
Tou who advis'd this will— I blush to think 
I have so long oppos'd the best good man 
In Sicily— —with what impartial care 
Ought we to watch o'er prejudice and pds»on« 
Nor trust too much the jaundic'd eye of party ( 
Henceforth its vain deluuens I renounce. 
Its hot determinations, that confine 
All merit and all virtue to itself. 
To yours I join my hand ; with you, will own 
No interest and no party but my country. 
lor is your friendship only my ambittOB : 
'here is a dearer name, the name of father, 
ly which I should rejoice to call Siflredi. 
Tour daughter's hand would to tbc public weaj 
Xnite my private happiness. 
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SIFF&EBI. 

My lor4> 
You have my glad consent. To be allied 
To your distinguish'd family, and merit, 
I shall esteem an honour. From my soul 
I here embrace earl Osmond as my friend, 
And son. 

OSMOND. 

Tou make him happy. This assent. 
So frank and warm, to what I long have wish'd, 
Engages all my gratitude; at once. 
In the first blossom, it matures our friendship. 
I from this moment vow myself the friend 
And zealous servant of Si£Bredi's house. 

Enter an officer belonging to the Court* 

OFFICER ^O'SIFFREDI. 

The king, my lord, demands your speedy presence. 

SIFFREDI. 

I will attend him strait— -Farewel, my lord : 
The senate, meets : there> a few moments hence, 
I will rejoin you. 

There, my noble lord. 
We will complete this salutary work. 
Will there begin a riew auspicious ^ra. 
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SCENE ra. 

OSMOND alone. 

» 

Sifiredi gives his daughter to my wishes — 

But does she give herself ? Gay, young, and flatter'd. 

Perhaps engag'd, will she her youthful heart 

Yield to my harsher uncomplying years ? 

I am not formM by flattery and praise, 

By sighs and tears, and all the whining trade 

Of love, to feed a fair one's vanity j 

To charm at once and spoil her. These soft arts 

Nor suit my years nor temper \ these be left 

To boys and doating age. A prudent father, 

By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, 

Resigns his daughter to a husband's power. 

Who with superior dignity, with reason, 

And manly tenderness will ever love her ) 

Not first a kneeling slave, and then a tyrant. 



SCENE iV. 



OSMONB, BAEONS. 



OSMOND. 

My lords, I greet you well. This wondrouf day 

Unites us all in amity and friendship. 

We meet to-day with open hearts, and looks 

Not gloom'd by party scouling on each other. 

But all the children of one happy isle, 

The social sons of liberty. No pride. 

No passion now, no thwarting views divide us : 
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Prince Manfred's line, at last, to William's join'd» 

Combines us in one family of brothers. 

This to the late good king's wcU-ocder'd wiU, 

And wise Siffredi's* generous care, we owe. 

I truly give you joy. First of you all, 

I here renounce those errors and divifions 

That have so long disturb'd our peace, and scem'd. 

Fermenting still, to threaten new commotions — 

By time instructed let us not disdain 

To quit mistakes. We all, my lords, have crr'd. 

Men may, I find, be honest, tho' they differ. 

FIRST BARON. 

Who follows not, my lord, the fair example 
You set us all, whate'er be his pretence, 
Loves not with single and unbiiis'd faeoirt 
His country as he ought. 

SECOND BARON. 

Q beauteous Peace i 
Sweet union of a state ! What else, but thou. 
Gives safety, strength, and glory to a people ! 
I bow, lord constable, beneath the snow 
* Of many years j yet in my breast revives 
A youthful flame. Methinks, I see again 
Those gentle days renew'd, that bless'd our isle. 
Ere by this wasteful fury of division. 
Worse than our Etna's most destructive fires. 
It desolated sunk. I see our plains 
Unbounded waving with the gifts of harvest j 
Our seas with commerce throng'd, our busy ports 
With chearful toil. Our £nna. blooms afresh; 
Afresh the sweets of thymy Hybla flow. 
Our nymphs and shepherds, sporting in each vale, 
Inspire net^ song, and wake the pastoral reed-*^ 
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The tongue of age is fomlK-Coinei come, my sons^ 
I long to see this princ^ o£ whom the wocU . . 
Speaks largely well— His father was my fnendf 
The brave unhappy Manfi€d-«-Come, my lordsi . .. v/ 
We tarry here too long. 



SCENE V. 

Two OFFICERS keeping eff the Crowd. 
One of the Crowd, 

Shew us our king* 
The valiant Manfred's son, who lov'd the people — 
We must, we will behold him— -Give us way. . 

FIRST OFFICER. 

Pir^y> gentlemen, give back — it must not be — 
Give back, I pray«^^n such a ^ad occauon 
I would Hot ill entreat the lowest of you. . 

SECOND MAX of the Crowd. 

Nay, give us but a glimpse of our young king, ^ . 
We more than any baron of them all 
Will pay him. true allegiance. 

SROONB OFflCRR. ' ' '\ 

Friends — ^indeed— 
Tou cannot pass this way — ^We have strict orders. 
To keep for him himself, and for the barons. 
All these apartments clear — Go to the gate 
That fronts the sea — ^Tou there will find admission. 

ALL. 

jLong live king Tancred ! Manfred's son — Huzsa ! 

\Crowdgoe €ff. 
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FIRST OTPYCRIt. • *^ - * . 

I do not manrcl at their rage of joy : 

He 18 a brare and amiable pntice. ' - 

When in my lord Siffredi's house I Wdp 

Ere by his favour I obtained this office, 

I there remember well the young count Tancred* 

To see him and to love him were the same. 

He was so noble in his ways, yet still 

So afiable and mild — Well, weH, old Sicily, 

Yet happy days await thee ! 



SECOND OFFICER. 



Grant it, Heaveni 
We have seen sad and troublous times enough. 
He is they say, to wed the late king's sister, 
Constantia. 



FIRST OFFICER. 



Friend, of that I greatly doubt. 
Or I mistake, or lord Sifiredi's daughter, 
The gentle Sigismunda has his heart. 
If one may judge by kindly cordial looks. 
And fond assiduous care to please each other. 

Most ceruinly they love O be they bles^^ 

As they deserve ! It were great pity aught 
Should part a matchless pair : the glory he. 
And she the blooming grace of Sicily ! 

Sr.C0ND OFFICER. 

My lord Rodolpho comes. 
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SCENE VI. 

RODOLPHO, /ra«» the Senate. 

&0S0LPUO. 

My honest friends, 
Tou may retire. [Officers go out. 

A storm is in the wind. 
This Win perplexes all. No, Tancred never 
Can ftoop to these conditions, which at once 
Attack his rights, his honour, and his love. 
Those wise old men, those plodding grave st^te pedapts,. 
Forget the course of youth ; their crooked prudence, 
To baseness verging still, forgets to take 
Into their fine-spun schemes the generous heart. 
That thro' the cobweb system bursting lays 
Their labours waste — So will this business prov^. 
Or I mistake the king — ^back from the pomp 
He seem'd at first to shrink 5 and round his brow . 
I mark'd a gathering cloud, when by his side. 
As if . desigii'd to share the public homage, 
He saw the tyrant's daughter. . But confess'd. 
At least to me, the doubling tempeft frown'd. 
And shook his swelling bosom, when he heard 
Th' unjuft, the base. conditions of the will. 
Uncertain, tost in cruel agitation. 
He oft, methought, addressed himself to speak 
And interrupt Sifiredi ; who appear'd. 
With conscious haste, to dread that interruption. 
And hurry'd on — ^But hark ! I hear a noise. 
As if th' assembly rose — ^Ha ! Sigismunda, 
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Oppressed with grief and wrapt in pensire sorrow, 
Passes along 

[ Sigismunda and Attendants pass thtif the 
back scene, Laura advances. 



SCENE VII. 



RODOLPHO, LAURA. 



LAURA. 



Your high-prais'd friend, the kingj 
Is false, most vilely false ! The meanest slave 
Had shown a nobler heart 5 nor grossly thus, 
By the first bait ambition spread, been gull'd. 
He Manfred's son ! away ! it cannot be f 
The son of that brave prince could ne'er betray 
Those rights so long usurped from his great fathers, 
Which he, this day, by such amftzing fortune, 
Had just regained ; he n^'er could sacrifice 
AH faith, all honour, gratitude, and love. 
Even just resentment of his,father*s fate. 
And }pvM itsel£^ whate'er exalts a man 
Above the groveling sons of peaskntnnud. 
All in a moment — And for what ? why truly. 
For kind permission, gracnous leave, to sit - 
On his own throne with tyrant William's daughter ! 

RODOLPHO. 

I stand amaz'd—* You surely wfoag htmi Laura. 
There must be some mistake. 

LAURA. 

There can be fiofie! 
Sifiredi read his full and free conserit 
Before th' applauding senate. True indeed. 



A small lemain of shame, a timorous weakness. 
Even dastardly in falsehood, made him blush 
To act tUs scene in Sigismunda's eye, 
Who sunk beneath his perfidy and baseness. 
Hence, till to-onorrow he adjournM the senate — 
To-morrow fix'd with infamy to crown him I 
Theiliy leading off his gay triumphant princess. 
He left the poor unhappy Sigismunda, 
To bend her trembliog steps to that sad home 
His faithless* vows will render hateful to her — 
He comes— Farewel— I cannot bear his presence ! 



SCENE vm. 

TINCRED, SIFFREDI, RODODl^HO- 

* f 

TANCRED, entering to siFFREDl. 

Avoid me hoary traitor I — Go, Rodolpho, 
Give orders that all passages this way 
Be shut — ^Defend me from a hateful world, 
The bane of peace and honour — ^then return— 

What! dost thou haunt me still ? O monstrous insult i 
UnparalleFd iirdignity ! Just Heaven ! 
Was ever king, was ever man so treated ! 
So trampled into baseness ! 

SIFFREDI. 

Here, my liege. 
Here strike I I nor deserve nor ask for mercy. 

,::' TARCRED. 

Distractioir l*-*0 my soul— Hold, reason, hold 
Thy giddy isctti^-^ Als inhmm^ dtiserage 
Unhinges though^f -^ .-* ii q ! 
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Exterminate thy servant ! 

TANCRED. 

All, aB but this I could have borne — but this ! 

This daring insolence beyond example !. 

This murderous stroke that stabs my peace, for ever I ,,, 

Tl^t wounds me there — ^there 1 where the humaa J^tt 

Most exquisitely feels— 

SIFfABDI. 

O bear k not. 
My royal lord! appease on me your vengeance ! 

TAVCRED. 

Did ever tyrant image aught so cruel ! 

The lowest slave that crawls upon the earth, 

Robb'd of each comfort Heaven bestows on mortals. 

On die bare ground, has still his virtue left, 

The sacred treasures of an honest heart. 

Which thou hast dar'd, with rash audacious hand^ 

And impious fraud, in me to violate 



SIFFREDI. , 



Behold, my liege, that rash audacious hand. 

Which not repents its crime O glorious I happy ! > 

If by my ruin I can save your honour. 

TANCRED* 

Such honour I renounce ! with sovereign scorn . . 

Greatly detest it, and its mean adviser ! 
Hast thou not dar'd beneath my name to shelter*—' . , 
*My name for other purposes designed. 
Given from the fondness of a faithful heart, 
With thq best byc^ c^erfloifrii]^r-^it thou not 
Beneath thy iom^^f/p^^ n$^Q^Jp^^ presuin'd r . T 
To shield a lye ? a lye ! in public uttqi'd^ .... . j . x^>.. J 
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To all deluded Sicily ? But know, 

This poor contrivance is as weak as base. 

In such a wretched toil none can be held 

But fools and cowards — Soon thy flimsy arts, 

Touch'd by my just my burning indignation. 

Shall burst like threads in flame! — ^Thy doating prudence 

But more secures the purpose it would shake. 

Had my resolves been wavering and doubtful, • 

This would confirm them, make them fix'd as fate ; 

This adds the only motive that was wanting 

To urge them on thro' war and desolation— 

What ! marry her ! Constantia ! Her ! the daughter 

Of the fell tyrant who destroyed my father ! 

The very thought is madness ! Ere thou seest 

The torch of Hymen light these hated nuptials. 

Thou shalt behold Sicilia wrapt in flames. 

Her cities raz'd, her valleys drench'd with slaughter-— 

Love set. aside — my pride assumes the quarrel. 

My honour now' is up 5 in spite of thee, 

A world combin'd against me, I will give 

This scatter'd Will in fragments to the winds. 

Assert my rights, the freedom of my heart. 

Crush all who dare oppose me to the dust. 

And heap perdition on thee ! 

SIFFREDI. 

Sir, 'tis just. 
Exhaust on me your rage ; I claim it all. 
But for these public threats thy passion utters, 
Tis what thou canst not do ! • 

I cannot i ha ! 
Driven to the dreadful brink of such dishonour 
Enough to make the lamest coward brave, 



TANCRED AND SIGIMilUNDA, 17^ 

And into fierceness rouse the mildest nature^ 
What shall arrest my vengeance ? who ? 

SIFFREBI. 

Thyself! 

TANCI^ED. 

Away ! dare not to justify thy crime ! 
That, that alone can aggravate its horror^ 
Add insolence to insolence— *perhaps 
May make my rage forget I ■■ 

SIFFREDI. 

O let it burst 
On this grey head devoted to thy service ! 
But when the storm has vented all its fury. 
Thou then must hear — nay more, I know, thou wilt— ^ 
Wilt hear the calm, yet stronger voice of reason* 
Thou must reflect that a whole peoples safety, 
The weal of trusted millions should bear down. 
Thyself the judge, thy fondest partial pleasure. 
Thou must reflect that there are other duties, 
A nobler pride, a more exalted honour,, 
Superior pleasures far, that will oblige. 
Compel thee, to abide by this my deed. 
Unwarranted perhaps in common justice,' 
But which Necessity, even Virtue's tyrant^ 
With awful voice commanded— *Yes, thou must, 
In calmer hours, divest thee of thy love. 
These common passions of the vulgar breast. 
This boiling heat of youth, and be a king I 
The lover of thy people ! 

TANCRED. 

Truths iU-emplo/d ! 
Abus'd to colour guilt ! — a king ! a king I 
Yes, I will be a king, but not a slave ! 
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In this will be a king ! in this mj people 

Shall learn to judge how I will guard their rights^ 

When they behold me vindicate my own. 

But have 1, say, been treated like a king ? 

Heavens ! could I stoop to such outrageous usage, 

I were a mean, a shameless wretch, unworthy 

To wield a sceptre in a land of slavesy 

A soil abhorr'd of virtue should belye 

My father's blood, belye those very maxims. 

At other times, you taught my youth— Siffredi ! 

[^In a sojie^dtone (fvake^ 

SIFFREDI. 

Behold, my prince, behold thy poor old servant. 

Whose darling care, these twenty years, has been 

To nurse thee up to virtue ; who for thee, ? 

Thy glory and thy weal, renounces all, « 

All interest or ambition can pour forth ; 

What many a selfish father would pursue 

Thro' treachery and crimes : behold him here. 

Bent on his feeble knees, to beg, conjure thee. 

With tears to beg thee, to controul thy passion. 

And save thyself, thy honour, and thy people I 

Kjieeling with me behold the many thousands 

To thy protection trusted : Fathers, mothers. 

The sacred front of venerable age. 

The tender virgin and the helpless infant ; 

The ministers of Heaven, those, who main^in. 

Abound thy throne, the majesty of rule \ 

And those, ii^hpse labour,, scorch'd by vrinds and sisiy ; 

Feeds tlie rejoicing public ; see them aU^ 

Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to save them, , * 

From misery and war, from crimes and rapine ! . - ,"t 

Can there be apght, kind Heaven.! in self-indulgcnj?^ -^ 

To weigh down these ? This aggregate 9^ iov|^^ ^ ^^ ^ 
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With which compar'd tie dearest private passion ' [ [^ 

Is but the wafted dust upon the balance ? 

Turn not away — Oh is there not wme part. 

In thy great heart so sensible to kindness, 

And generous warmth, some nobler part, to feel 

The prayers and tears of these', the mingled voice 

Of Heaven and earth ! 

TANCR£I>. 

There is! and thou hast touched it. 
Rise, rise, Sifiredi — Oh ! thou hast undone me, 
Unkind old man ! — O ill-entreated Tancred I 
Which way soe'cr I turn, dishonour rears 
Her hideous front — ^^and fnisery and ruin ! 
Was it for this you took such care to form me ? 
For this imbued me with the quickest sense 
Of shame J those finer feelings, that ne'er vex 
The common mass of mortals, dully happy 
In blest insensibility ? O rather 

Tou should have searM my heart i taught me that power 
And splendid interest lord it still o'er virtue; 
That, gilded by prosperity and pride. 
There is no shame, no meanness ; tempered thus, 
I had been fit to rule a venal world. 
Alas ! what meant thy wantonness of prudence ? 
Why have you rais'd this miserable conflict 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man ? 
Set virtue against virtue ? — Ah Siffiredi ! 
*Tis thy superfluous, thy unfeeling wisdom^ 
Thaf has involved me in a msi^ of error. 
Almost beyond retreat-^But hold, my soul. 
Thy steady purpose — Tost by various passionv. 
To this eternal anchor keep — ^There is, 
Canfbe no pubnc without private virtue-r— • 
Then mark me well, observe what I command *> 
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178 TJ^MCRCD AND SIGI&MtmDA* 

It is the 9cie expedient now remaining-^ 
To-morrow, when the senate meets agaiti) 
Unfold the whole» ttncatel the deceit $ 
Nor that alone,' try to repair its nrischief ; 
There sdl thy power, thy eloquence and interest 
]^ert, to reinstate me in my rights. 
And from thy own dark snares to disembroil me-*-^ 
Start not, my lord-— This must and shall be done I 
Or here> our friendAip ends-s-*Howe'er disguisM, 
Whatever thy pretence^ thou art. a traiton 

SIFFRfiDt. 

I should indeed deserve the naitie df traitor. 
And even a traitor^s fate, had I so slightly, 
From principles so weak, done what I did, 
As e*er to disavow it 

TANCRED. 

Ha! 

• • • 

SIFFREDI. 

My liege. 
Expect not this — ^Tho* practised long in courts^ 
I have not so fat learh'd their subtle trade, 
To veer obedient with each gust of passion. 
I honour thee, I venerate thy orders. 
But honour moire my duty. Nought on eattH 
Shall ever shake me from that solid rock, 
Nor snules nor frowns. 

.\ r ■ • TAW'0R-£9» • » '• ^ -' -' 

Tou w31notthiBft? ' 
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» 

TANCaED. 

Away! begone!— ^rmy Hodolpho, come, 
And save me fromtUs tnutor I — ^Hence, 1 4ay. 
Avoid my presence 'Stiatt I audjcnow^old iBan» 
Thou my worst foe benea^ the ma$k <^ fricndflbipf 
Who, not content to trample in the dust 
My dearest rights, ^odt with cool insolence 
Persist, and call it duty ^ hadst thou. not 
A daughter that protectsthee, thou shoiUdst ffiel 
The vengeance thou desecce&t-^-tNo reply i 
Away ! 



SCENE IX. 

.TANCKBD, RODOLPHOv 
RODOLPHO. 

What can incense my prince iso.hi^glbLly 
Against his friend SifEtedi ? 

TANCRED. 

Friend ! Rodolpho ? 
When I have told (hee what this friend has done, 
How pla/d me like a boy, a base-bom wretch, 
Who had nor lieart nor spirit ! diou wilt stand 
Amazed, and wonder at my stupid patience. 

RODOLPHO. 

I heard, with mixt astoivi^hmfiit and giief. 
The king's uij^ust disl^ia^iK^t^e will. 
Void in itself — ^I saw you stung with rage. 
And writhing in the snare ; Just as I went. 
At your command, to wait you here — ^but that 
Was the king's deed, notJiis. 
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TANCIIKD. 

O he advis'd it ! 
These many years he has in secret hatch'd 
This black contrivance, glories in the scheme. 
And proudly plumes him with his traiterous virtue. 
But that was nought, Rodolpho, nothing, nothing! 

that was gentle, blameless to what followed ! 

1 had, my friend, to Sigismunda given. 
To hush her fears, in the full gush of fondness, 
A blank sign'd by my hand — and he, O Heavens ! 
Was ever such a wild attempt ! — he wrote 
Beneath my name an absolute compliance 
To this detested Will j nay, dar'd to read it 
Before myself, on my insulted throne 
His idle pageant plac'd — ^O words are weak 
To paint the pangs, the rage, the indignation. 
That whirl'd from thought to thought my soul in 

tempest. 
Now on the point to burst, arid now by shame 
Repress'd — But in the face of Sicily, 
All mad with acclamation, what, Rodolpho, 
What could I do ? The sol© relief that rose 
To my .distracted mind, was to adJQUun ...^ . f 
Th' assembly till to-morrow — ^But ,tQ-BfK)rrQW- :,. . 
What can be done ? — O it avails not what ! .^ 
I care not what is done — ^My only care ... 
Is how to clear my f'aith to Sigismunda. 
She thinks me false ! She cast a look that kill'd me ! 
O I am base lis S^mimdafs eye ! j .. • 

The lowest of mankindi d^ most perfidious I . - •' ^ 

iiopoLPirb. 
This wa? ajStt^in of jRsgl^jiceind^^^^^ .' ^ 
A daring outrage of so str^jjge a nature, ^ ..^ " .-, 
As stuns me quite . 



•/ 
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TANCRED. 

Curs'd be my timid prudence! 
That dash'd not back, that moment in his face, 
The bold presumptuous lye — and curs'd this hand ! 
That from a start of poor dissimulation, 
Led off my Sigismunda's hated rival. 
Ah then ! what, poifon'd by the false appearance, ' 

» 

What, Sigismunda, were thy thoughts of me ! 

How, in the silent bitterness of soul. 

How didst thou scorn me I hate mankind, thyself, 

For trusting to the vows of faithless Tancred ! 

For such I seem'd — ^I was ! — ^The thought distracts me ! 

T should have cast a flattering world aside, 

Rush'd from my throne, before them all avow'd her, 

The choice, the glory of my free-born heart. 

And spurn'd the shameful fetters thrown upon it — 

Instead of that — confusion ! what I did 

Has clinch'd the chain, confirm'd Sifiredi's crime, ^ 
And fix'd me down to infamy ! 

RODOLPilO. 

My lord, 
Blame not the conduct, which your situation 
Tore from your tortur'd heart — ^What could you do ? 
Had you, so circumstanc'd, in open senate. 
Before th' astonishM public, with no friends 
Prepared, no party form'd, affronted thus 
The haughty princess and her powerful faction. 
Supported by this Will, the sudden stroke, 
Abrupt and premature, might have recoiFd 
Up5n yourself, even your own friends revolted, 
And tum'd at once the public scale against you. 
Besides, consider, had you then detected 
In its fresh guilt this action of SifBredr, 

N 3 
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You mu8t with signal vengeance have cbastis'd 
The treasonable deed — ^Nothing so mean i 

As vireak insulted power that dares not punish. a/ 

And how would that have suited with your love i ^ 

His daughter present too ? Trust me, your conduct^, . / 
Howe'er abhorrent to a heart like yours, 
Was fortimate and wise-^Not that I mean 
E'er to advise submission—-— 

TAHCREB. 

Heavens ! Submission ! 
Could I descend to bear it, even in thought, 
Despise me, you, the world, and Sigismunda ! 
Submission ! — No ! — ^To-morrow*s glorious light 
Shall flash discovery on the scene of baseness. 
Whatever be the risque, by Heavens ! to-morrow, 
I will o'ertum the dirty lye-built schemes 
Of these old men, and shew my faithful senate. 
That Manfred's son knows to assert and wear. 
With undiminished dignity, that crown 
This unexpected day has plac'd upon him. 

But this, my friend, these stormy gusts of pride, 
Are foreign to my love-*-Till Sigismunda 
Be disabused, my breast is tumult all. 
And can obey no settled course of reason. 
I see her still, I feel her powerfi;^ image. 
That look, where with reproach complaint was mix'd. 
Big with soft woe and gentle indignatfiQ% 
Which seem'd at once to pity and to srcorn me-^ 
O let me find her ! I too long have left 
My Sigismunda to converse wkh tears, 
A prey to thoughts that picture me a viHain. 
But, ah! how, clogg'd with thio acculrsed stated 
A tedious world, shall I now find access ? 
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When the least cloud that hung upon my brow. 

Perhaps imagin'd only, touch'd thy pity. 

Then, brighten'd often by the ready tear. 

Thy looks were softness all f then the quick heart, 

Jn every nerve alive forgot itself, 

And for each other then we felt alone. 

But now, alas ! those tender days are fled ; 

Now thou canst see me wretched, pierc'd with anguish. 

With studied anguish of tliy own creating, 

Nor wet thy harden'd eye — ^Hold, let me think— 

I wrong thee sure \ thou canst not be so ba se. 

As meanly in my misery to triumph 

What is it then ? — ^Why should I search for pain ?— 
O, 'tis as bad ! — ^Tis fickleness of nature, 

Tis ^kly love extingui^'d by ambition 

Is there, kind heaven ! no constancy in man ? 
No stedfast truth, no generous fix'd afiection. 
That can bear up against a selfish world ? 
No, there is none — ^Even Tanored is inconstant ! 

f Rising* 
Henee ! let me fly this scene ! — ^Whate*er I sec, . 
These roofs, these walls, each objefl: that surrounds me. 
Arc tainted with his vows — ^But whither fly ? 
The groves are worse, the soft retreat of Belmont, 
Its deepening glooms, gay lawns, and airy summits, 
Win wound my busy memory to torture, 
And all its shades will whisper — ^faithless Tancred I — 
My father comes — How, sunk in this disorder. 
Shall I sustain his presence ? 
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SCENE II. 

SI&FllEDI, SIGISMUNDl. 

« 

SIFFRRBI. 

Sigismunda, 
My dearest child \ I grieve to find thee thus 
A prey to tears. I know the powerful cause 
From which they flow, and therefore can excuse them, 
But not their wilful obstinate continuance. 
Come, rouse thee, then, call up thy drooping spirit. 
Come, wake to reason from this dream of love. 
And shew the world thou art Sifiredi's daughter. 

SIGISMUNOA. 

Alas! I am mtworthy of that name* 

SIFFREDI. 

Thou art indeed to blame \ thou hast too rashly 

Engaged thy heart, without a father's sanction^ 

But this I can forgive. The king has virtues. 

That plead thy full excuse ; nor was I void 

Of blame, to trust thee to those dangerous virtues. 

Then dread not my reproaches* Tho' he blames. 

Thy tender father pities more than blames thee. 

Thou art my daughter still ; and if thy heart , 

Will now resume its pride, assert itself. 

And greatly rise superior to this trials 

I to my warmest confidence again 

Will take thee, and esteem thee more my daughter. 

SIQISMUVDA. 

O you are gentlev far than I deserve ! 
It is, it ever was. my darling pride. 
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« 

To bend mj soul to your suptoone command^ 

Your wisest will ; and tho' by love betrayed — 
Alas! and punished too — ^I have transgress'd 
The nicest bounds of duty, yet I feci 
A sentiment of tenderx^ssj a source 
Of filial nature springing in my breast, 
That should it kill me, shall controul this passion. 
And make me all submission and obedience 
To you my honour'd lord, the best of fathers. 

SIFFREDI. 

Come to my arms; thou comfort of my age ! 
Thou only joy and hope of these grey hairs ! 
Come ! let me take thee to a parent's heart ; 
There with the kindly aid of my advice, 
Even with the dew of these paternal tears. 

Revive and nourish this becoming spirit 

Then thou dost promise me, my Sigismunda — 
Thy father stoops to make it his request — 
Thou wilt resign thy fond presumptuous hopes, 
And henceforth never more indulge one thought 
That in the light of love regards the king ? 

SIGISMUNDA. 

« 

Hopes I have none J — Those by this fatal day 
Are blasted all — But from my soul to banish. 
While weeping memory there retains her seat. 
Thoughts which the purest bosom might have cherishM, 
Once my delight, xuxw even in anguish charming, 
Is more, alas ! my lord, than I can promise* 

SIFFREDI. 

Absence and time, the softener of our passions. 
Will conquer this. Mean time, I hope from thee 
A generous great efFort ; that thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmost force, nor languish thus 
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Beneath the rain extravagance of love* 

Let not thy father blush to hear it said, 

His daughter was so weak, e'er to admit 

A thought so void of reason, that a king 

Should to his rank, his honour, and his glory. 

The high important duties of a throne. 

Even to his throne itself madly prefer 

A wild romantic passion, the fond child 

Of youthful dreaming thought and vacant hours ; 

That he should quit his heaven-appointed station. 

Desert his awful charge, the care of all 

The toiling millions which this isle contains ; 

Nay more, should plunge them into war and ruin : 

And all to soothe a sick imagination, 

A miserable weakness — Must for thee, 

« 

To make thee blest, Stcilia be unhappy ? 

The king himself, lost to the nobler sense 

Of manly pfaise, become the piteous hero 

Of some soft tale, and rush on sure destruction ? 

Canst thou, my daughter, let the monstrous thought 

Possess one moment thy perverted fancy ? 

Rouse thee, for shame ! and if a spark of virtue 

Lies slumbering in ftjiy soul, bid it blaze forth; 

Nor sink unequal to the glorious lesson, 

This day thy lover gave thee from his throne. 

SlGISMUXD^l. 

Ah ! that was not from virtue ! — ^Had, my father. 
That been his aim, I yield to what you say ; 
*Tis powerful truth, unanswerable reason. 
Then, then, with sad but duteous resignation, 
I had submitted as became your daughter ; 
But in that moment, when my humbled hopes 
Were to my duty reijoncird, to raise them 
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To yet a fonder height than e*er they tncw. 
Then rudely dash them down — ^There is the sting f 
The blasting view is ever present to me— — 
Why did you drag me to a sight so cruel ? 

SIFFaEPI. 

It was a scene to fire thy emulation, 

SIGISMUNDA. 

It was a scene of perfidy! — ^But know, 

I will do more than imitate the king — 

For he is false ! — I, tho' sincerely pierc'd 

With the best, truest passion, ever touch'd 

A virgin's breast, here vow to Heaven and you, 

Tho' from my heart I cannot, from my hopes 

To cast this prince — ^What would you more, my father ? 

SIFFREDI. 

Yes, one thing more — ^thy father then is happy — 

Tho* by the voice of innocence and virtue 
Absolved, we live not to ourselves alone : 
A rigorous world, with peremptory sway. 
Subjects us all, and even the noblest most. 
This world from thee, my honour and thy own, 
Demands one step ; a step, by which convinced 
The king may see thy heart disdains to wear 
A chain which his has greatly thrown aside. 
*Tis fitting too, thy sex's pride commands thee, ^ 

To shew th' approving world thou canst resign 
As well as he, nor with inferior spirit, 
A passion fatal to the public weal. 
But above all, thou must root out for ever 
From the king's breast the least remain of hope. 
And henceforth make his mention'd love dishonour. = 

These things, my daughter, that must needs be done, , 

•*.,»■ ' ,_■''''' ■ ' 

■ • * 
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Can but this way be done^— *by the safe refuge. 
The sacied shelter of a husband's arms. 
And there is ene— 

^ SIGISMUNDA. 

Good Heavens ! what means my lord ? 

SIFFREDI. 

One of illustrious family, high rank. 

Yet still of higher dignity and merit, 

Who can and will protect thee ; one to awe 

The king himseif-^-Nay, hear me, Sigismtm^a — 

The noble Osmond courts thee for his bride, . 

And has my plighted word — ^This dsry-— 

$ iGi s M v N D A kneeling. 

My father f 
Let me with trembling arms embrace thy knees ! 
O if you ever wish to see me happy \ 
If e*er in infant years I gave you joy, 
When, as I prattling twin'd around your neck. 
You snatch'd me to your bosom, kiss'd my eyes> 
And melting said you saw my mother there 4 
O save me from that worst severity 
Of fate ! outrage not my breaking heart 
To that degree ! — I cannot I 'tis imppssibleT — 
So soon withdraw it, give it to another — 
Hear me, my dearest father f hear the voice 
Of nature and humanity, that plead 
As well as justice for mel — ^Not to chuse 
Without your wise direction may be duty %". '^ 
But still my dioice is free— That is a right, , 

Wnich eveq tpe lowest slave can never lose. ^ , 

And would" you thus degrade me ? make me base ? 
rbr such it were to give my worthless person 
Without my heart, an injury to Osmond, 
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The highest can be done — ^Let tnt, my lord-— 
Or I shall die, shall by the sudden change. 
Be to distraction shock'd — ^Let me -wear out 
My hapless days in solitude and silence. 
Far from the malice of a prying world ! 
At least--^you cannot sure refuse me this— — — * 
Give me a little time— I will do all. 
All I can do, to please you ! — O your eye 
Sheds a kind beam 

SIFF&EDI. 

My daughter ! you abuse 
The softness of my nature— 

SIGIdMUNDA. 

Here, my father, 

« 

Till you relent^, here will I grow for ever ! 

sivFREDi. r 

Rise, Sigismunda.— Tho' you touch my heart. 
Nothing can shake th' inexorable dictates 
Of honour, duty, and detenainM reason. 
Then by the holy ties of fiUal lore. 
Resolve, I charge dice, to receive earl Ostnond, 
As suits the man ndno is thy father^s choice, 
And worthy of thy hand— -I go to bring him-— * 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Sparemei my desfiest faster I 

' siFFneDi, oarfefe. 

■ ■ . » 

I must rush 
From her soft grasp, or nature will betray me f 
O grant us. Heaven ! that fortitude of mind, 
Which listens to our duty, not our passions— - 
Quit me, my child ! 



<i 
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8IGI&MUND4. 

Tou cannot^ O my father ! 
Tou cannot leave me thus ! 

SIFFREDI. 

G)me hither, Laura, 
Come to thy friend. Now shew thyself a friend. 
0>mbat her weakness y dissipate her tears ; 
Cherish and reconcile her to her duty. 



SCENE UI. 



SIGISMUNDil, LAURA. 




SIClSMV^^pA. 

O woe on woe ! distrest by love and duty ! 
O every way unhappy Sigismunda ! 



LAUUA 



Forgive me. Madam, if Il^me your grief. 
How can you waste your tears on one so fsilse ? 
Unworthy of your tenderness i to whom 
Nought but contempt is due andiAdignattion i 

SIGIHMrJNDA. 

You know not half the horrof s of my fate ! 
I might perhaps have learn'dto scorn his fthchootl; 
Nay, when the first sad buxst of tears was past, 
I might have rous'd my pride and scorn'd himself — 
But 'tis too much, this greatest last misfortune — 
O whither shall I fly ? Where hi^ ftic, Laura, 
From the dire scene my father no^ prepares ? 

What thus alarms you. Madam ? 
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sioismunda. 

Can it be? » 

Can I— ah no ! ^at once give to another 

My violated hean? in one wild moment? 

He brings earl Osmond to receive my vows ! 

O dreadful change ! for Tancrcd haughty Osmond ! 

LA¥UA. 

Now, on my soul, 'tis what an outrag'd heart 
Like yours, should wish ! — ^I should, by Heavens, 

esteem it ' ^ 

Most exquisite revenge ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Revenge on whom ? 
On my own heart, already but too wretched! 

LAURA. 

On him ! this Tancred ! who has basely sold. 

For the dull form of despicable grandeur. 

His faith, his love ! — At once a slave and tyrant ! 

MGISMUNDA. 

O rail at me, at my believing folly. 

My vain iU-founded hopes, but spare him, Laura I 

LAURA. 

Who raig'd those hopes ? who triumphs o'er that weakness ? 
Pardon the word-^Tou greatly metit him; 
Better than him, with all his giddy pomp I 
You rais'd hum by your smiles when he was nothing! 
Where is your woman's! priici that guardian spirit ,t 
Given us to daab the pei^dy i>£ maa? 
Ye Powers ! I cannot bear the thought with patienctf— ^ 
Y^t recent from the most unsparing vows 
Y0|- III. 
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The tongue of love e'er lavish'd} from your hopes 

So vainly, idly^ cruelly deluded; 

Before the public thus, befoVe your father. 

By an irrevocable solemn deed, 

With such inhuman scorn, to throw you from him ! 

To give his faithless hand yet warm from thine. 

With complicated meanness, to Constantia ! 

And to complete his crime, when thy weak limbs 

Could scarce support thee, then, of thee regardless, 

To lead her off! 



SIGISMUNDA. 



That was indeed a sight 
To poison love ! to turn it into rage 
And keen contempt ! — ^What means this stupid weakness 
That hangs upon me ? Hence unworthy tears ! 
Disgrace my cheek no more! No more, my heart. 
For one so eooUy false or meanly fickle 

it imports not which — dare to suggest 
The least excuse ! — Yes, traitor, I will wring 
Thy pride, will turn thy triumph to confusion ! 

1 will not pine away my days for thee, 

Sighing to brooks and groves; while, with vain pity. 

You in a rival's arms lament my fate * 

No! let me perish! ere I tamely be 
That soft, that patient, gentle Sigismunda, 
Who ^an console her with the wretched boast, 
She was for thee unhappy ! — ^If I am, 

I will be nobly so ! Sieilia's daughters 

Shall wondering see in me a great example 
Of one who punished an ill-judging hearty 
Who rtiade it bow to what it most abhorred ! 
CruSh'd it to misery I for having thus 
So lightly listened to a woftbless lover ! 
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LAURA. 

At last it mounts ! the kindling pride of virtue ! * 
Trust me, thjr marriage will embitter his 

SIGISMUNDA. 

O may the furies light his nuptial torch ! 

Be it accurs'd as mine ! for the fair peace, 

The tender joys of hymeneal love. 

May jealousy awak'd, and fell remorse, 

Pour all their fiercest venom thro' his breast ! 



Where the Fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow !• 
Let me not think — ^By injur'd love ! I vow. 
Thou shalt, base prince ! perfidious and inhuman ! 
Thou shalt behold me in another's arms ! 
In his. thou hatest ! Osmond's f 

LAURA. 

That will grind 
His heart with secret rage ! Ay, that will sting 
His soul to madness ! set him up a terror, 
A spectacle of woe to faithless lovers ! 
Your cooler thought, besides, will of the change 
Approve, and think it happy. Noble Osmond 
From the same stock with him derives his birth, 
First of Sicilian barons, prudent, brave. 
Of strictest honour, and by all rever'd ^ 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Talk not of Osmond, but perfidious Tancred ! 
Rail at him, rail ! invent new names of scorn ! 
Assist me, Laura ; lend my rage fresh fuel ; 
Support my staggering purpose, which already 
Begins to fail me — Ah, my vaunts how vain ! 
How have I ly'd to my own heart !— Alas ! 
My tears return, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me I . 

o 2 
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Ten thousand crowding images distract 

My tortur'd thought And is it come to this ? 

Our hopes ? our vows ? our oft repeated wishes, 
Breath'd from the fervent soul, and full of heaven^ 
To make each other happy ? — come to this ! 

LAURA. 

If thy own peace and honour cannot keep 
Thy resolution fix'd, yet, Sigismunda, 
O think, how deeply, how beyond retreat, 
Thy father is engag'd. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Ah wretched weakness ! 
That thus enthrals my soul, that chases thence 
Each nobler thought, the sense of every duty ! — 
And have I then no tears for thee, my father ? 
Can I forget thy cares, from helpless years. 
Thy tenderness for me ? an eye still beam'd 
With love ? a brow that never knew a frown i 

m 

Nor a harsh word thy tongue ? Shall I for these 

Repay thy stooping venerable age. 

With shame, disquiet, anguish, and dishonour i 

It must not be ! — ^Thou first of angels ! come, 

Sweet filial Piety ! and firm my breast ! 

Tes, let one daughter to h^r fate submit. 

Be nobly wretched — but her father happy ! 

liaura ! — they come ! — O Heavens ! I cannot stand 

The horrid trial ! — Open, open earth ! 

And hide me from their view ! 

Mudam ! 
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SCENE IV. 

aiFFREDI, OSMOND, SIGISMUNDA, LAURA* 



SIFFREDI. 



My daughter, 
Behold my noble friend who courts thy hand^ 
And whom to call my son I shall be proud ; 
Nor shall I less be pleas'd in his alliance. 
To see thee happy. 

OSMOND. 

Think not, I presume. 
Madam, on this your father's kind consent. 
To make me blest. I love you from a hearty 
That seeks your good superior to my own ; 
And will, by every art of tender ftiendship, 
Ck)nsult your dearest welfare. May I hope. 
Yours does not disavow your father's choice ? 

SIGISMUNDA. 

I am a daughter. Sir — ^and have no power 
0*er my own heart — ^I die — Support me, Laura. 



£Faifi/s. 



SIFFREDI. 

Help — ^Bear her off— She breathes — ^my daughter !— 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Oh!— 

Forgive my weakness— -«oft — my Laura, lead me— 
To my apartment. 

03 
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SIFFREDI. 

Pardon me, my lord, 
If by this sudden accident alarmM, 
I leave you for a moment. 



SCENE V. 

OSMOND alone. 



Let me think- 



What can this mean ?— — Is it to me aversion ? 

Or is it, as I fear'd, she loves another i 

Ha ! — ^yes — ^perhaps the king, the young count Tancred ! 

They were bred up together-^— Surely that. 

That cannot be — ^Has he not given his hand. 

In the most solemn manner, to Constantia ? 

Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 

No — ^if they lov'd, and this old statesman knew it. 

He could not to a king prefer a subject. 

His virtues I esteem— nay more, I trust them 

So far as virtue goes — but could he place 
His daughter on the throne of Sicily 

'tis a glorious bribe, too much for man! ■ ■■ 
What is it then ? — I care not what it be. 

My honour now, my dignity demands. 
That my propos'd alliance, by her father. 
And even herself accepted, be not scom'd. 

1 love her too — ^I never knew till now 
To what a pitch I lov'd her. O she shot 
Ten thousand charms into my inmost soul I 
She look'd so mild, so amiably gentle. 

She bow'd her head, she glow'd with such confusion^ 
Such loveliness of modesty ! She is» 
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In gracious mind, in manners, and in person, 
The perfect model of all female beauty ! — 
She must be mine — She is ! — If yet her heart 
Consents not to my happiness, her duty, 
Join'd to my tender cares, will gain so much 
Upon her generous nature — ^That will follow. 

The man of sense, who acts a prudent part. 
Not flattering steals, but forms himself the heart. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Ute garden belonging to siFFREDi's boufe. 

I 

SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 

s 

NGiSMUNDAy witb a letter in her hand. 

TiS done ! — ^I am a slave ! — ^The fatal vow 
Has pHss'd my lips !-^Methought in those sad 

moments, 
The tombs around, the saints, the darken'd altar. 
And all the trembling shrines with horror shook. 
But here is still new matter of distress. 

Tancred cease to persecute me more ! 

•O grudge me not some calmer state of woe ! 
Some quiet gloom to shade my hopeless days^ 

Where I may never hear of love and thee ! » 

Has Laura too conspir'd against my peace ? 
Why did you take this letter ? — ^bear it back — 

[Oiving her tie letter* 

1 will not court new pain. 

LAURA. 

Madam, Rodolpho 
Urg'd me so much, nay, even with tears conjured mc. 
But this once more to serve th' unhappy king — 
For such he said he was — ^that tho* enraged. 
Equal with thee, at his inhuman falsehood, 
I could not to my brother's fervent prayers 
Refuse this office — Read it — ^His excuses 
Will Qiily more expose his falsehood. 
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SIGISMUNDA. 

No. 
It suits not Osmond's wife to read one line 
From that contagious hand — she knows too well ! 

LAUaA. 

He paints him out distressed beyond expression^ 
Eren on the point of madness. Wild as winds^ 
And fighting seas^ he raves. His passions mix. 
With ceaseless rage, all in each giddy moment. 
He dies to see you and to clear his faith. 

Save me from that ! — ^That would be worse than all ! 

LAUAA. 

I but report my brother's words ; who then 

Began to talk of some dark imposition. 

That had deceiv'd us all ; when, interrupted. 

We heard your father and earl Osmond near. 

As summon'd to Constantia's court they went. ^ 

SIGISMUKDA. 

Ha ! imposition !— Well ! If I am doom'd 
To be, o'er all my sex, the wretph of love, 
In vain I would resist — Give me the letter— ^ 

To know the worst is some relief Alas ! 

It was not thus, with such dire palpitations. 
That, Tancrcd, once I us'd to read thy letters. 

\_Attemping to read the Utter ^ but gives it to Laura. 
Ah fond remembrance blinds me !-^Read it, Laura. 

LAURA reads, 

« Deliver me, Sigismunda, from that most exquisite 
<< misery which a faithful heart can suffer — ^To be 
** thought base by her, from whose esteem even virtue 
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" borrows new charms. When I submitted to my 
'< cruel situation, it was not falsehood you beheld, but 
<< an excess of love. Rather than endanger that, I 
<« for a while gave up my honour. Every moment 
<< till I see you stabs me with severer pangs than tt^al 
" guilt itself can feel. Let me then conjure you to 
«< meet me in the garden, towards the close of th^ 
" day, when- I will explain this mystery. We have 
" been most inhumanly abused ; and that by the 
*• means of the very paper which I gave you, from 
*< the warmest sincerity of love, to assure to you the 
" heart and hand of 

" Tancred." 

sigismunda. 

There, Laura, there, the dreadful secret sprung ! 
That paper ! ah that paper I it suggests 
A thousand horrid thoughts— I to my father 
Gave it ^ and he perhaps — ^I dare not cast 
A look that way — ^If yet indeed you love me, 
O blast me not, kind Tancred, with the truth ! 

pitying keep me ignorant for ever ! 
What strange peculiar misery is mine ? 
Reduced to wish the man I love were false ? 
Why was I hurry'd to a step so rash ? 
Repairless woe ! — I might have waited, sure, 
A few short hours — ^No duty that forbade — 

1 ow'd thy love that justice ; till this day 
Thy love an image of all-perfect goodness !* 

A beam from Heaven that glow'd with every virtue ! 
And have I thrown this prize of life away ? 
The piteous wreck of one distracted moment? 
Ah the cold prudence of remorseless age ! 
Ah parents, trakors to your children's bliss I 
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Ah curs'd, ah hlind revenge ! — On every hand 
I was betray'd — ^Tou, Laura, too, betray'd me ! 

LAURA. 

Who, who, but he, whatever he writes, betray'd you i 

Or false or pusillanimous. For once, 

I will with you suppose, that his agreement 

To the king's will was forg'd — ^Tho* forg'd by whom? 

Your father scorns the crime — Yet what avails it ? 

This, if it clears his truth, condemns his spirit. 

A youthful king, by love and honour fir'd. 

Patient to sit on his insulted throne. 

And let an outrage, of so high a nature. 

Unpunished pass, unchecked, uncontradicted — 

'tis a meanness equal even to falsehood. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Laura, no more — We have already judg'd . 

Too largely withoiijj^ knowledge. Oft, what seems 

A trifle, a mere nothing, by itself. 

In some nice situations turns the scale 

Of Fate, and rules the most important actions. 

Yes, I begin to feel a sad presage : 

1 am undone, from that eternal source 

Of human woes — ^the judgment of the passions. 

But what have I to do with these excuses? * 

O cease my treacherous heart to give them room! 

It suits not thee to plead a lover's cause \ 

Even to lament my fate is now dishonour. 

Nought now remains, but with relentless purpose, 

To shun all interviews, all clearing up 

Of this dark scene; to wrap myself in gloom, 

In solitude and shades } there to devour 

The silent sorrows ever swelling here; 

And since I must be wretched— for I must 
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To claim the mighty misery myself, 
Engross it alt, and spare a hapless father. 
Hence, let me fly ! — ^the hour approaches 



LAURA. 



Madam, 



Behold he comes — ^the king — 



SIGISMUNDA. 

HeaTcns! how escape? 
No — ^I will stay — ^This one last meeting — ^Leave mc. 



SCENE II. 

TANCRE1>, SIGISMiriTDA. 
TANCRED. 

And are these long long hours of torture past ? 
My life i my Sigismunda ! 

[Throwing himself at herfett% 

SIGISMUKDA. 

Rise, my lord. 
To see my sovereign thus no more becomes me. 

TANCKED. 

O let me kiss the ground on which you tread ! 

Let me exhale my soul in softest transport ! 

Since I again embrace my Sigismunda ! [Rising. 

Unkind ! how couldst thou ever deem me false f 
How thus dishonour love ? — O I could much 
Embitter my complaint ! — ^How low were then 
Thy thoughts of me ? How didst thou then afiront 
The human heart itself ? After the vows, 
The fervent truth, the tender protestations. 
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Which mine has often pour'd» to let thy breast, 
Whatever th' appearance was, admit suspicion ? 

SIGISMUNDA. 

How ! when I heard myself yotir full consent 

To the late king's so just and prudent will ? 

Heard it before you read, in solemn senate ? 

When I beheld you give your royal hand 

To her, whose birth and dignity of right 

Demands that high alliance ? Yes, my lord. 

You have done well. The man, whom Heaven appoints 

To govern others, should himself first leatn 

To bend his passions to the sway of reason. 

In all you have4one well ; but when you bid 

My humbled hopes look up to you again. 

And soothM with wanton cruelty my weakness — 

That too was well — My vanity deserv'd 

The sharp rebuke, whose fond extravagance 

Could ever dream to balance your repose, 

Your glory and the welfare of a people. 

TANCRF.D. 

Chide on, chide on. Thy soft reproaches now 

Instead of wouQding, only soothe my fondness. 

No, no, thou charming, consort of my soul! 

I never lov*d thee with, such faithful ardour, 

As in that cruel miserable moment 

You thought me false ; when even my honour stoop'd 

To wear for thee a baf&ed face of baseness. 

It was thy barbarous father, Sigismunda, 

Who caught me in the toil. He turn'd that paper. 

Meant for th' assuring bond of nuptial love. 

To ruin it for ever ; he, he wrote 

That forg'd consent, you heard, beneath my name^ 
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I 

Nay dar'd before my out-rag'd throne to read it I 
Had he not been thy father — ^Ha ! my love I 
You trembki you grow pale. 

ilGISMUNDA. 

Oh leave me, Tancred ! 

TANCRED. 

• 

No ! — ^Leave thee ? — ^Never ! never ! till you set 
My heart at peace^ till these dear lips again 
Pronounce thee mine ! Without thee I renounce 
Myself, my friends, the world — ^Here on this hand — 

SIGISMUNDA. 

My lord, forget that hand, which never now 
Can be to thine united 

TANCRED. 

Sigismunda ! 
What dost thou mean? — Thy words, thy look, thy 

manner. 
Seem to conceal some horrid secret — ^Heavens ! 
No— ^That was wild — ^Distraction fires the thought !— ' 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Enquire no more 1 never can be thine. 

TANCRED. 

What, who shall interpose ? who dares attempt 
To brave the fury of an injur'd king ? 
Who, ere he sees thee ravish'd from his hopes, 
Will wrap all blazing Sicily in flames — 

SIGISMUNDA. 

In vain your power, my lord — ^This fatal error, 
Join'd to my father's unrelenting vdll. 
Has plac'd an everlasting bar betwixt us — 
I am— earl Osmond's — ^Wife* 



r 
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TANCRED. 

Earl Osmond's wife !- 



[^fter a long pause, duriiig •which thetf 
look at one another with the highest 
agitation and most tender distress. 

Heavens ! did I hear thee right ! "whsX ! marrjr'd ? 

marry'd ! 
Lost to thy faithful Tancred ! lost for ever ! 
Couldst thou then doom me to such matchless woe^ 
Without so much as hearing me ? — ^Distraction !— 
Alas ! what hast thou done ? Ah Sigismunda ! — 
Thy rash credulity has done a deed, 
Which of two happiest lovers — ^that e'er felt 
The blisful power, has made two finished wretches ! 
But — Madness ! - Sure, thou know'st it cannot be ! 
This hand is mine ! a thousand thousand vows—: — 



SCENE III. 

TANCRED, 0SM0!rD, SIOHSMUNDA. 

OSMOND. 

[Snatching her hand from the kifig. 

Madam, this hand, by the most solemn rites, 

A little hour ago, was given to me. 

And did not sovereign honour now command me, 

Never but with my life to quit my claim, 

I would renounce it ^thus ! 

* 

TANCRED. 

Ha ! who art thou ? 
Presumptuous man f 
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-< Where is my father ? Heavenr! * 

[Goes out, 

OSMOND. 

One thou shouldst better know — Yes — ^view me — one I * 
Who can and will maintain his rights and honour, 
Against a faithless prince, an upstart king, 
Whose first base deed is what a hardened tyrant 
Would blush to act. 

TAUCRED. 

Insolent Osmond ! know. 
This upstart king will hurl confusion on thee. 
And all who shall invade his sacred rights. 
Prior, to thine — ^Thine founded on compulsion, 
On infamous deceit, while his proceed 
From mutual love and free long-plighted faith. 
She is, and shall be mine ! — ^I will annul. 
By the high power with which the laws invest me. 
Those guilty forms in which you have entrap'd. 
Basely entrap'd, to thy detected nuptials. 
My queen betroth'd ! who has my heart, my hand, . 
And shall partake my throne — If, haughty lord, 
If this, thou didst not know, then know it now I 
And know besides, as I have told thee this, 
Shouldst thou but think to urge thy treason further — 

Than treason more I Treason against my love ! 

Thy life shall answer for it [ 

OSMOND. 

Ha ! my life ! 



1' 



It moves my scorn to hear thy empty threats.. 

When was it that a Norman baron's life , ^ 

Became so vile, as on the frown pf kings 



T-f 
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To hang i — Of that, my lord^ the law must judge: 
Or if the law be.weak^ my guardian sword-^ 

TAKCRED. 

JDare not to touch it, traitor ! lest my rage 
Break loose, and do a deed that misbecomes me« 



SCENE IV. 

/ 

TANCREp, SIFFREDI, OSMONfil^ 



siFFEEDiy entering. 

My gracious lord ! what is it, I behold ! 

My sovereign in contention with his subjects ? 

Surely this house deserves from royal Tancred 

A little more regard, than to be made 

A scene of trouble and unseemly jars. 

It grieves my soul, it baffles every hope. 

It makes me sick of life, to see thy glory 

Thus blasted in the bud — ^Heavens! can your highness 

From your exalted character descend. 

The dignity of virtue ; and, instead 

Of being the protector of our rights. 

The holy guardian of domestic bliss, 

Unkindly thus disturb the sweet repose. 

The secret peace of families, for which 

Alone the freebom race of man to laws 

And government submitted ? 

TANCREt). 

My lord Siffxcdi, 
Spare thy rebuke. The duties of my station 
Are not to me unknown. — ^But thou, old ijpan, 
Dost thou not blush to talk of rights invaded I 

▼OL. III. P 
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And of our bctt our dearest bliss dbcurb*d ? 
Thou! who with more than baibarous perfidj 
Hast trampled all allegiance, justice, truth. 
Humanity itself, beneath thy feet ? 
Thou knoVst thou hast — ^I could, to thy confusion^ 
Return thy hard reproaches } but I spare thee 
Before this lord, for whose ill-sorted friendship 
Thou hast most basely sacrificed thy daughter. 
Farewel, my lord ! — ^For thee, lord constable. 
Who dost presume to lift thy surly eye 
To my soft love, my gentle Sigismunda, 

I once again command thee, on thy life 

Yes — chew thy rage — but mark me — on thy life. 
No further urge thy arrogant pretensions !• 



SCENE V. 

SIFFREOI, OSMOND. 
OSMOND. 

Ha I arrogant pretensions ! heaven and earth ! 

What ! arrogant pretensions to my wife i 

My wedded wife ! Where are we? In a land 

Of civil rule, of liberty and laws ? ■■ ■ . 

Not on my life pursue them ?— Giddy prince ! 

My life disdains thy nod. It is Hie gift 

Of parent heaven, who gave me. too an arm, 

A sfidt to defend it against tyrants. 

The Nohnan race, the sons of mighty Rollo, 

Who rusning in a tempest from the north. 

Great nurse of generpus freemen ! bravely won 

With their own swords their seats, and stiU possess thqos 

By tht same noble tenure, are not us'd , . 
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To hear such langttage— 4f I MW desist, ' 
Then brand me for a coward I deem me Titlain ! 
A traitor to the public i By this conduct 
DeceivM, betray'd, insulted, tyrannized. 
Mine is a common cause/ My arm shall guard, 
Mix'd with my own, the rights of each Sicilian, 
Of social life, and of mankind in general. 
Ere to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, 
I shall find means to shake thy tottering throne. 
Which this illegal, this perfidious usage 
Forfeits at once, and crush thee in the ruins ! 
Constantia is my queen I 

SlFFREDI. 

Lord constable. 
Let us be stedfast in the right ; but let us 
Act with cool prudence, and with manly temper^ 
As well as manly firmness. True^ I own, 
Th' indignities you sufier are so high. 
As n^iight even justify what now you threaten. 
But if, my lord, we can prevent the woes. 
The cruel horrors of intestine war, 
Yet hold untouch'd our liberties and laws ^ 
O let us, rais'd above the turbid sphere 
Of little selfish passions, nobly do it ! 
Nor to our hot intemperate pride pour out 
A dire libation of Sicilian blood. 
'Tis godlike magnanimity, to keep, 
When most provok'd, our reason calm and clear. 
And execute her will, from a'strong sense 
Of what is right, without the vulgar aid 
Of heat and passion, which, tho' honest, bear us , 
Often too far. Remember that my house 
Protects my daughter still ; and ere I saw her 
Thus ravish'd froni us, by the arm of power, 

P 2 
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This hand should act the Roman father's part* 
Fear not '^ be temperate ^ all will yet be welL 
I know the king. At first his passions burst 
Quick as the lightning's flash ; but in his breast 
Honour and justice dwell — ^Trust mc% to reason 
He will return. 

OSMOND. 

He Mrill ! — ^By Heavens, he shall ! — 
Tou know the king — ^I wish, my lord Siflrcdi, 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you knew — 
And would you hare me wait with duteous patience^ 
TiU he return to reason ? Ye just Powers ! 
When he has planted on dUr necks his foot, 
And trod us into slaves ; when his vain pride 
Is clo/d with our submission ; if, at last. 
He finds his arm too weak to shake the frame 
Of wide-establish'd order out of joint. 
And overturn all justice ; then, perchance. 
He, in a fit of sickly kind repentance. 
May make a merit to return to reason. 
No, no, my lord ! — ^There is a nobler way, 
To teach the blind oppressive Fury reason : 
Oft has the lustre of avenging steel 
Unseal'd her stupid eyes— The sword is reason ! 



SCENE VI. 

SIFFR£DI, OSMOND, RODOLFHO, witA Guoris. 

BODOLPHO. 

My lord high constable of Sicily, 
In the king's name, and by his special order, 
I here arrest you prisoner of state. 
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OSMOND. 

What king ? I know no king of Sicily — 
Unless he be the husband of Constantia. 

RODOLPHO. 

Then know him now Behold his royal orders 

To bear you to the castle of Palermo. 

SIFFREDI. 

Let the big torrent foam its madness oiF. 
Submit, my lord — ^No castle long can hold 
Our wrongs — ^This, more than friendship or alliance, 
Confirms me thine ; this binds me to diy fortunes, 
By the strong tye of common injury. 

Which nothing can dissolve ^I grieve, Rodolpho, 

To see the reign in such unhappy sort 
Begin. 

OSMOND. 

The reign ! the usurpation call it ! 
This meteor king may blaze awhile^ but soon 

Must spend his idle terrors — Sir, lead on 

Farewel, my lord More than my life and fortune. 

Remember well, is in your hands— —my honour ! 

SIFFEEDJ. 

Our honour is the same. My son farewe l ■ 
We shall not long be parted. On these eyes 
Sleep shall not shed his balm, till I behold the^ 
Restor'd to freedom, or partake thy bonds. 

Even noble courage is not void of blame, 
nil nobler patience sanctifies its flamcr 
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ACT V, SCENE I. 



siFFREDli alone^ 



The prospect lowrs around* I found the king, 

irho' calm'd a little, with subsiding tempest, 

As suits his generous nature, yet in love 

Abated nought, most ardent in his purpose \ 

Inexorably fix'd, whate'er the risque. 

To claim my daughter, and dissolve this marriage — 

I have embark'd, upon a perilous sea, 

A mighty treasure. Here the rapid youth, ! 

Th' impetuous passions of a lover-king 'l 

Check my bold course; and there, the jealous pride, 

Th' impatient honour of a haughty lord 

Of the first rank, in interest and dependants 

Near equal to the king, forbid retreat. 

My honour too, the same unchanged conviction. 

That these my measures were, and still remain 

Of absolute necessity, to save 

The land from civil fury, urge me on. 

But how proceed ? — I only faster rush 

Upon the desperate evils I would shun. 

Whate'er the motive be, deceit, I fear. 

And harsh unnatural force are not the means 

Of public welfare or of private bliss — 

Bear witness. Heaven ! Thou mind-iaspecting eye ! 

My breast is pure. I have prefer'd my duty. 

The good and safety of my fellow-subjects. 

To all those views that fire the selfish race 
Of men, and mix them in eternal broils. 
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Enter an officer belonging to siffredi. 

OFFICER, 

My lord> a man of noble port, his face 
Wrapp'd in disguise, is earnest for admission. 

SIFFREDI. 

Go bid him enter — [OflScer goes out 

Ha ! M^rappM In disguise ! 
And at this late unseasonable hour ! 
When o'er the world tremendous midnight reigns, 
By the dire gloom of raging tempest doubled — 



SCENE II. 
siFFREOi, OSMOND, discovering himself ^ 

SIFFREDI. 

What ! ha ! earl Osmond, you ?— Welcome, qnce more. 

To this glad roof ! — ^But why in this disguise ? 

Would I could hope the king exceeds his promise I 

I have his faith soon as to-morrow's sun 

Shall gild Sicilians cliffs, you shall be free.— — 

Has some good angel turn'd his heart to justice ? 

OSMOKD. 

It is not by the favour of count Tancred 
That I am here. As mndi I scorn his favour. 

As I defy his tyranny and threats 

Our friend Gofiredo, who commands the castle. 
On my parole, ere dawn, to render back 
My person, has permitted me this freedom. 
Know then \ the faithless outrage of to*day. 
By him committed whom you call the king, 

F 4 
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Has rotts'd Constapda's court. Our friends, tbe friends 

Of virtue, justice, and of public faith. 

Ripe for revolt, are in high ferment all. 

This, this, they say, exceeds whatever deformfd 

The miserable days we saw beneath 

William the Bad. This saps the solid base. 

At once, of government and private life j 

This shameless imposition on the faith, 

The majesty of senates, this lewd insult, 

This violation of the rights of men. 

Added to these, his ignominious treatment 

Of her, th' illustrious offspring of our kings, 

Sicilians hope, ^nd now our royal mistress. 

You know, my lord, how grossly these infringe / 

The late king's will : which orders, if count Tancred 

Make not Constantia partner of his throne, 

That he be quite excluded the succession, 

And she to Henry given, king of the Romans, 

The potent emperor Barbarossa's son, 

Who seeks with earnest instatice her alliance. 

I thenpe of you, as guardian of the laws, 

As guardian of this Will to you entrusted. 

Desire, nay more, demand your instant aid| 

To see it put in vigorous execution. 

SIFFREDI. 

You cannot doubt, my lord, of my concurrence. 
Who more than I have laboured this great poifit ? , 
Tis my own plan. And if I drop it now, 
I should be justly branded with the shame 
Of rash advice, or despicable w^^H^^ess. 
But let us not precipitate the matter. 
Constantia's friends are numerous and strong ; 
ITet Tancred's, trust me, are of equal forcet 
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E*cr since the secret of his birth wa^ know»^ 

The people all are in a tumult hurl'd 

Of boundless joy, to hear there Jiyes a prince; . .,...- 

Of mighty Guiscard's line. Numbers, besides,. ..' 

Of powerful barons, who, at heart had pia'd, , .. r 

To see the reign of their renown'd forefathers, ;> 

Won by immortal deeds of jnatchless valour. 

Pass from the gallant Normans to the Suevi, 

Will with a kind of rage espouse his cause-— 

Tis so, my lord — be not by passion blinded 

'Tis surely so — O if our prating virtue 

Dwells not in words alone — O let us join. 

My generous Osmond, to avert these woes. 

And yet sustain our tott'ring Norman kingdom ! 

OSMOND. 

But how, Siffiredi ? how ? — If by soft means 
We can maintain our rights, and save oui: country. 
May his unnatural blood first stain the sword. 
Who with unpitying fury first shall draw it ! 

SIFFREDI. 

I have a thought — ^The glorious work be thine. 
3ut it requires an awful flight of virtue. 
Above the passions of the vulgar breast. 
And thence from thee I hope it. Noble Osmond — 
Suppose my daughter, to her God devoted. 
Were plac'd within some convent's sacred verge. 
Beneath the dread protection of the altar-— 

OSMOKD. 

Ere then, by Heavens I I would devoutly shave 
My holy-^alp, ti^m whining monk myself. 
And pray incess;|nt for the tyrant's safety ! — 
What ! How ! because an insolent invader,- 
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A sacrilegious tyrant, in contempt 

Of all those noblest rights, which to maintain 

Is man's peculiar pride, demands my wife ; 

That I shall thus betray the common cause 

Of human khid, and tamely yield her up, 

Even in the manner you propose — O then 

I were supremely vile I degraded I sham'd ! 

The sccnm of mafdiood I and abhorrM of honour f 

SIFFREDI. 

There is, my lord, an honour, the calm child 
Of reason, of humanity and mercy, 
Superior far to this punctilious demon. 
That singly minds itself, and oft embroils 
With proud barbarian niceties the world ! 

OSMOND. 

My lord, my lord F — I cannot brook your prudence- 
It holds a pulse unequal to my blood 

Unblemish'd honour is the flower of virtue ! 
The vivyfying soul ! and he who slights it 
Will leave the other dull and lifeless dross. 

SIFFREDI. 

No more ^You are too warm. 

OSMOND. 

You are too cool. 

SIFFREDI. 

Too cool, my lord ? I were indeed too cool. 
Not to resent this language, and to tell thee 
I wish earl Osmond were as cool as I 
To his own selfish bliss — ay, and as warm 
To that of others— But of this no more — • 
My daughter is diy wife — ^I ga^ her to thee. 
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And will against all force maintain her thine. 

fiut think not I will catch thy headlong passions, 

Whirl'd in a blaze of madness o'er the land ; 

Or till the last extremity compel me, 

Risque the dire means of war. The king to-morrow 

Will set you free ; and if by gentle means 

He does not yield my daughter to your arms, 

And wed Constantia, as the will requires, 

Why then expect me on the side of justice 

Let that suffice. 

OSMOND. 

It docs — ^Forgive my heat. 
My rankled mind, by injuries inflam'd. 
May be too prompt to take and give offence. 



SIFPREDI. 

Tis past— Tour wrongs, I own, may well transport 
The wisest mind — ^But henceforth, noble Osmond, 
iDo me more justice, honour more my truth. 
Nor mark me with an eye of squint suspicion-— 
These jars apart — You may repose your soul 
On my firm faith and unremitting friendship. 
(y{ that I sure have given exalted proof. 
And the next sun we see, shall prove it further — 
Return, my son, and from your friend Goffiredo 
Release your wprd. There try, by soft repose. 
To calm your breast. 

OSMOND. 

Bid the vext ocean sleep. 
Swept by the pinions of the raging nort h 
But your frail age, by care and toil exhausted, 
Demands the balm of all-repairing rest. 
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8IFFREDI. 

Soon as to-morrow's dawn shall streak the skies, 
I, with my friends in solemn state assembled, 
Will to the palace, and demand your freedom. 
Then by calm reason, or by higher means. 
The king shall quit his claim, and in the face 
Of Sicily, my daughter shall be yours. 
Farewel. 

osMo^rD. 
Mylprd, goodnight. 



SCENE III. 

OSMOND alone. \jAfter a long pause, 

I like him not 

Yes — ^I have mighty matter'of suspicion. 

Tis plain — I see it lurking in his breast. 

He has a foolish fondness for this king — - 

My honour is not safe, while here my wife 

Remains — ^Who knows but he this very night 

May bear her to some convent as he 'mention'd — 

The king too — tho' I smother^ up my rage, 

I mark'd it wdl — ^will set me free to-morrow. 

Why not to-night ? He has some dark design— r 

By Heavens ! he has — ^I am abus'd most grossly ; 

Made the vile tool of this old statesman's schemes; 

Marry'd to one — Ay, and he knew it,— one 

Who loves young Tancrcd ! Hence her swooning, tears. 

And ail her soft distress, when she disgrac'd me . 

By basely giving her perfidious hand 

Without her heart— Sell and perdition ! this. 

This is the perfidy !— This is the fell. 
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The keen, cnvenom'd, exquisite disgrace ! 

Which to a man of honour even exceeds 

The falsehood of the person— But I now 

Will rouse me from the poor tame lethargy. 

By my believing fondness cast upon me. 

I will not wait his crawling timid motions. 

Perhaps to blind me meant, which he to-morrow 

Has promis'd to pursue. No ! ere his eyes 

Shall open on to morrow*s orient beam, 

I will convince him that earl Osmond never 

Was form'd to be his dupe — ^I know full well 

Th' important weight and danger of the deed : 

But to a man, whom greater dangers press. 

Driven to the brink of infamy and horror. 

Rashness itself, and utter desperation. 

Are the best prudence — ^I will bear her oflF 

This nighty and lodge her in a place of safety. 

I have a trusty band that waits not far. 

Hence ! let me lose no time — One rapid moment 

Should ardent form, at once, and execute 

A bold design — ^Tis fix'd— TTis done ! — .Yes, then. 

When I have seizM the prize of love and honour. 

And with a friend secur'd her ; to thd castle 

I will repair, and claim Goffiredo's promise 

To rise with all his garrison — ^my friends 

With brave impatience wait. The mine is laid. 

And only wants my kindling touch to spring. 
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SCENE IV. 

•i 

sigismundaV ApartmenU 

SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. ,\ * 

*' 

LAURA, 

Heavens I *tis a fearful night ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Ah ! the black rage 
Of midnight tempest, or th' assuring smiles 
Of radiant morn are equal ail to me. 
Nought now has charms or terrors to my breast. 
The seat of stupid woe ! — ^Leave me, my Laura. 
Kind rest, perhaps, may hush my woes a little — 
Oh for that quiet sleep that knows no morning ! 

LAURA. 

Madam, indeed I know pot how to go. 
Indulge my fondtiess^-^Let me watch a while 
By your sad bed, till these dread hours shall pass. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Alas ! what is the toil of elements. 

This idle perturbation of the sky. 

To what I feel within !— Oh that the fires 

Of pitying Heaven would point their fury here ! 

Good night, my dearest Laura ! 

LAURA. 

O I know not 
What this oppression means — ^But 'tis with pain. 
With tears, I can persuade myself to leave you — 
Well then— Good night, my dearest Sigismunda ! 
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SCENE V. 



SIOISMUNDA. 



And am I then alone ? — ^The most undone. 
Most wretched being now beneath the cope 

Of this afirighting gloom that wrapd the world! 

I said I did not fear — Ah me 1 I feel 
A shivering horror run thro' all my power$ ! 
O I am nought but tumult, fears and weakness ! 
And yet how idle fear when hope is gone. 
Gone, gone for ever ! — ^O thou gentle scene 

I Looking towarJi her led* 
Of sweet repose, where by the oblivious draught 
Of each sad toilsome day, to peace restored 
Unhappy mortals lose their woes awhile. 
Thou hast no peace for me ! — ^What shall I do ? 
How pass this dreadful night, so big, with terror?-— 
Here with the midnight shades, here will I sit, 

[Sittitig dmon, 
A prey to dire despair, and ceaseless weep 
The hours away — ^Bless me — ^I heard a noise—— 

[ Starting uf. 
No — I mistook— Nothing but silence reigns 
And awful midnight round-^ Again \ O Heavens I 
My lord the king ! 
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SCENE VI. 

TANCRED, SIGI8MUNDA. 
» TANCRED. 

Be not alarmed my loye f 

8IGISMUKDA. 

My royal lord ! why at this midnight hour. 
How came you hither ? 

TANCRED. 

By that secret way i. 
My ipve contriv'd, when we in happier days, 

XJs'd to devote these hours, so much in vain, ,y 

To vows of love and everlasting friendship. ^ 

8IGI5MUNDA. ' * 

Why will you thus^persist to add new stings ' 

To her distress, who never can be thine ? *' 

O fly ^e f fly ! You know 

TANCREn. ."'"^ 

I know too much. ' ^ 

how I could reproach thee, Sigismunda t ' ' 
Pour out my kifw^A soul, in just costi^aints i - ' - 
3ttt now the time permits not, these swift momene^^ '* ^ 

1 told thee.howiby father's artifice '-' 
Forc'd me to seem perfidioiis in thy eyes* '^ % '^ '' ^' 
Ah, fatal blindnesa (]M«. to haMldbs^d»- * '^ *^ '^ 
The mingled pangs of rage and loye that shook me z 
When, by my cruel public situation . , . , a 
Compeird, I only feign'd consent, ' to gain , .^ 
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\ A little time, and more decure thee mine. 
E'er since — a dreadful interval of care ! 
My thoughts have been employed, not without hope, 
How to defeat Sifiredi's barbarous purpose; 
But thy credulity has ruin'd all. 
Thy rash, thy wild — ^I know not what to name i t ■ 
Oh, it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 
To be delusion all, and sickening folly 1 

SIGISMtJNt>A. 

Ah, generous Tancred ! ah thy truth destroys me ! 

Yes, yes, 'tis I, 'tis I alone am false ! 

My hasty rage, join'd to my tame submission. 

More than the most exalted filial duty 

Could e'er demand, has dash'd our cup of fate 

With bitterneas unequall'd — ^But, alas ! 

What are thy woes to mine ? — ^to mine I just Heaven !— 

Now is thy turn of vengeance— hate, renounce me I 

leave me to the fate I well deserve. 
To sink in hopeless misery! — at least, 
Try to forget the worthless Sigismunda \ 

TANCRED. 

Forget thee ! No I Thou art my soul itself ! 

1 have no thought, no hope, no wish but thee ! 
Even this repented injury, the fears. 

That rouse me all to msidness, at the thought 
Of losing thee, the whole collected pains 
Of my full heart, serve but to make thee dearer \ 
Ah, how forget thee ! — Much must be forgot, 
Ere Tancred can forget his Sigistfiunda ! 

StGISMVNDA* 

But you, my ford, must mak^ dut great efibrt. 
VOL. ^u. <^ 



k 

L 



• 1 



226 TANCRED AND SIGISMUNEIA. 

TANCREP. 

Can Sigismunda make it ? 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Ah ! I know not 
With what success — But all that feeble woman 
And love-entangled reason can perform, 
I, to the utmost, will exert to do it* 

TANCRED. 

Fear not — 'tis done ! — If thou canst form the thought, 
Success is sure — I am forgot already! 

SIGISltfUNDA. 

Ah Tancred ! — But, n^y lord, respect mc more* 
Think who I am — ^What can you now propose ? 

TANCRED. 

To claim the plighted vows which Heaven has heard^ 
To vindicate the rights of holy love 
By faith and honour bound, to which compared 
These empty forms, which have ensnarM thy hand. 

Are impious guile, abuse, and profanation 

Nay, as a king, whose high prerogative 
By this unlicensed marriage is afixop^ed. 
To bid the la^s themselves pronounce ij, vqid* 

SIGISMtrNDLA. 

Honour, my lord, is much too proud to catch 
At every slender twig of nice distinctions. 
These for th' unfeeling vulgar may do well : 
But those, whose souls are by the nicer rule 
Of virtuous delicacy nobly sway'd. 
Stand at another bar than that of laws. 
Then cease to urge me — Siqge I an;i npt hf^tp^ , 
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To that exalted fate to ht your queen-r- 

Or, yet a dearer Hafme-^td be yotir ^Jfe !— — 

I am the wife of att Hfustrious ford 

Of your own princely blood ; and what t art, 

I will with proper dignity remain. 

Retire, my royal lord — ^There is no means 

To cure the wounds this fatal day has given. 

We meet no more ! 

TANCRED. 

Oh barbarous Sigismunda \ 
And canst thou talk thus steadily ? thus treat me 
With such unpitying, unrelenting rigour ? 
Poor is the love, diat ra'ther than give up 
A little pride, a little formal pride. 
The breath of vanity ! can bear to see 
The man, whose heart was once so deai: to thine" 
By many a tender* vow so niixM together, 
A prey to anguish, fury* and distraction ! — 
Thou canst not surely make me such a wretch. 
Thou canst not*, Sigisrtiunda ! — Yet relent, 

save us yet !^ — ^odolpho, with niy guards. 
Waits in the garden — ^Let us seize the motneiits 
We ne'er may have again — ^With more than power 

1 will assert thee mine, with fairest honour. 

The world shall even approve ; each honest bosom 
Swell with a kindred joy to see us happy. 



SIGISMUNDA.. 

The world approve ! What is the wbrld to me? 
The conseibus'mtnd is its own awful woiid.-i — 
And yet, periiips, if thou wert not a king, 
I know not, Tancred, what I might have done. 
Then, then, my conduct, sanctify'd by love, 
Could not be 4eem'd, by the severest judge, 

Q 2 
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The mean effect of interest or ambition* 
But now not all my partial heart can pleads 
Shall ever shake th' unalterable dictates 
That tyrannize my breast. 

TANCREb. 

Tis well— No more*— 
I yield me to my fiate — Yes, yes inhuman ! 
Since thy barbarian heart is steel'd by pride. 
Shut up to love and pity, here behold me 
Cast on the ground^ a vile and abject wretch ! 
Lost to all cares, all dignities, all duties ! 
Here will I grow, breathe out my faithful soul. 
Here at thy feet — ^Death, death alone shall part us ( 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Have you then vow^d to drive me to perdition ? 

What can I more ? — »Yes, Tancred ! once again 

I will forget the dignity my station 

Commands me to sustain — ^for the last time 

Will tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, no duty. 

Can ever root thee from my hapless bosom. 

O leave me ! fly me ! were it but in pity! 

To see what once we tenderly have lovM, 

Cut off from every hope — cut off for ever f 

Is pain thy generosity should spare me. 

Then rise, my lord 5 and if you truly love me ^ 

If you respect my honour, nay, my peace. 

Retire ! for tho' th' emotions of my heart 

Can ne'er alarm my virtue ^ yet, sd^s ! , v 

They tear it so, they pierce it with such anguidi-* 

Oh, ^us too much ! — ^I cannot bear the conflict { 
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SCENE VII. 

TANCRED} OSMOND, SIGISMUNDA. 

* 

OSMOND, entering, 

Tunij tyrant ! turn ! and answer to my honour, 
For this thy base insufierable outrage ! 

TAKCRED. 

Insolent traitor ! think not to escape 

Thyself my vengeance ! [Thejjfigbt. Osmond/alls. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Help here ! help ! — O Heavens ! 
[Throwing herself down hf him* 
Alas ! my lord, what meant your headlong rage ? 
That faith, which I this day, upon the altar, 
To you devoted, is unblemishM, pure. 
As vestal truth \ was resolutely yours. 
Beyond the power of aught on earth to shake it. 

OSMOND. 

Perfidious woman ! die !—— 

[Shortening his sword, he plunges it into h^ breast. 

And to the grave 
Attend a husband, yet but half avengM ? 

TANCRED. 

O horror I horror i execrable villain t 

OSMONP, 

And, tyrant I thou I — Thou shalt not o'er my tomb 

Exult'Tis well-^'Tis great !--I die content !— 

iDiis. 



230 TANCRED A^D SIGISMUNDA. 



SCENE VIII. 



TAMCREDf SIFFREDI, RODOLPHO, SIGISMUNDA, LAURA. 



TANCRED. 

{Throwing himself down ^j^ Sigismunda. 

Quick ! here ! bring aid ! — All in Palermo bring 
Whose skill can save her ! — Ah J that gentle bosom 
Pours fast die streams of life. 

SIGISMUNDA. 

All aid is vain, 
I feel the powerful hand of death upon me^ — 
But, oh ! it sheds a sweetness thro' my fate, 
That I am thine again ; and without blame. 
May in my Tancred's arms resign my soul ! 

TANCRED. 

Oh, death is in that voice ! so gently mild. 

So sadly sweet, as mixes even with mine 

The tears of hovering anjjels ! — Miae ag^ain! >■ ■ 

And is it thus the cruel Fates haye join'd us ! 

Are these the horrid nuptials, they prepare 

For love like ours ? Is virtue thus rewarded ? 

Let not my impious rage accuse just Heaven ! 

Thou, Tancred! Thoa! hast mui dsr'd Sigifimunda ! 

That furious man was but the tool of Fate, 

I, I the cause ! — ^But I will do tb,^e justice 

On this deaf heart ! that to thy tendj^r wisdom 

Refus'd an ear — Yes, death shall soon unite us ! 
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SIGISMUNDA. 

Live, live, my Tancred ! — ^Let my death suffice 

To expiate all that may have been amiss. 

May it appease the Fates, avert their fury 

From thy propitious reign ! Mean-time, of me 

And of thy glory mindful, live, I charge thee. 

To guard our fri'endsj and make thy people happy— 

{Observing Siffiredi Jixt in astonishment and grief. 

My father ! Oh ! how shall I lift my eyes 

To thee my sinking father ! 

SIFFREDI. 

Awful Heaven ! 
I am chastis'd My dearest child ! 

SIGISMUNDA. 

Where am I ? 
A fearful darkness closes all around — 
My friends ! We needs must part — I must obey 
Th' imperious call — Farewel, my Laura ! cherish 
My poor afflicted father's age — Rodolpho, 
Now is the time to watch th' unhappy king. 
With all the care and tenderness of friendship — 
Oh my dear father ! bow'd beneath the weight 
Of age aaid- grief- — the victim even of virtue. 
Receive myiast adieu ! — ^Where art thou, Tancred ? 
Give me thy hand — ^But, ah ! — ^it Cannot save me 
From the dire king of terrors, whose cold poweir 
Creeps o'er my heart Oh ! 

TANCRED. 

How these pangs distract me ! 

O lift thy gracious eyes 5 ^Thou leav'st me then ! 

Thou leav'st me> Sigismunda ! 

<i4 
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t SIGISMUNDA. 

Yet a moment— 
I had| my Tancred, something more to sa y 

Yes ^but thy love and tenderness for me 

Surej^akes it needless — ^Harbour no resentment 
Against my father j venerate his seal| 
That acted from a principle of goodness^ 
From faithful love to diee— Live, and maintain 
My innocence imbalm'd) with holiest care 

Preserve my spotless memory ! ■ I die 

Eternal Mercy take my trembling soul ! 

Oh ! . 'tis the only sting of death to part 

From those we love — ^from thee — ^farewel, my Tancrcd ! 

TANCRED. 

Thus then ! 

{Flying to his nvord^ it held by Rodolpho. 

RODOLPHO. 

Hold ! hold ! my lord ! — ^Have you forgot 
Your Sigismunda's last request already? 

TANCRED. 

Off ! set me free ! Think not to bind me dovm. 
With barbarous friendship, to the rack of life I 
What hand Qan shut the thousand thousand gates. 
Which death stijl opens to the woes of mortals ?— 
I shall find means^^No power in earth or heaven 
Can force me to endure the hateful light. 
Thus robb'd of all that lent it joy and sweetness i 
Off ! traitors ! -off ! or my distracted soul 
Will burst indignant from this jail of nature, 
To where she beckons yonder — ^No, mtld seraph ! 
Point not to life ■ I cannot linger hefe. 
Cut off from thee, the miserable pity, 
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The scorn of human kind !— — A ttampled king ! 

Who let his mean poor-hearted love, one moment, 

To coward prudence stoop; who made it not ' 

The first undoubting action of his reign; 

To snatch thee to his throne, and there to shield thte, 

Thy helpless bosom from a ruffian's fury !— — ' 

O shame ! O agony ! O the fell stings ' *' 

Of late, of vain repentance ! ^Ha ! my brain 

Is all on fire ! a wild abyss of thought I ' 

Th' infernal world discloses ! See ! behold him t 

Lo ! with fierce smiles he shakes the bloody stee^ 

And mocks my feeble tears ! — ^Hence ! quickly, hence ! 

Spurn his vile carcass I give it to the dogs ! 

Expose it to the winds and screaming ravens ! 

Or hurl it down that fiery steep to hell. 

There with his soul to toss in flames for ever I— • 

Ah, impotence of rage ! — ^What am I ? where ? 

Sad, silent, all ? — ^The forms of dumb despair. 

Around some mournful tomb ! — ^What do I see ? 

This soft abode of innocence and love 

Tum'd to the house of death ! a place of horror !— 

Ah! that poor corse ! pale! pale! deform'd with murder ! 

Is that my Stgismunda ! 

[Throwiffg himse^down hy her, 

SIFFIIEDI. 

\Afier a, pathetic pause ^ lading on the scene heftm hint* 

Have I UvM 
To these enfeebled years, by Heaven resent 
To be a dreadful monument of justice 1 
Rodolpho, raise the king, and bear him hence 
Trom this distractix^ scene of blood and death. 
Alas ! I dare not give him my asfiistafnce ; 
My care would only more inflame his rage. 
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Behold the fatal work of my dark hand» 
That by rude force the passions would command^ 
^rhat ruthless sought to root them from the breast ^ 
They may be ruFd, but will not be opprest. 
Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature stray, 
And the great ties of social life betray ; 
Ne'er with your children act a tyrant's part : 
'Tis yours to guide, not violatte the heart : 
Te vainly wise, who o'er mankind preside, 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride ! 
Keep Virtue's simple path before your eyes. 
Nor think from evil good can ever rise» 



EPILOGUE. 

» r 

SPOKEN 3Y MISS BUDGELL. 

Cramm'd to the throat with wholesome moral stuff, 

Alas ! poor audience ! you have had enough. 

Was ever hapless heroine of a play 

In such a piteous plight as ours to-day ? 

Was ever woman so by love betray 'd ? 

Match'd with two husbands, and yet— die a maid. 

But bless me ! — ^hold — What sounds are these 1 hear !— 

I see the Tragic Muse herself appear. 

The back-scene opens, and discovers a romantic Sylvafn landskip ; from 
which Mrs. Gibber, in the character of the Tragic Muse, advances 
slowly to music, and speaks the following lines : 

Hence with your flippant epilogue, that tries 
To wipe the virtuous tear from British eyes ; 
That dares my moral, tragic scene profane, 
,With strains — at best, unsuiting, light and vain. 
Hence from the pure unsully'd beams that play 
In yon fair eyes where virtue shines^-Away ! 

Britons, to you from chaste Castalian groves. 
Where dwell the tender, oft unhappy loves ; 
Where shades of heroes roam, each mighty name. 
And court my aid to rise again to fame ; 
To you I come, to Freedom's noblest seat. 
And in Britannia fix my last retreat. 

In Greece and Rome, I watch'd the public weal ; 
The purple tyrant trembled at my steel : 
Nor did I less o'er private sorrows reign, 
And mend the melting heart with softer pain. 
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On France and You then rose my brightning star. 
With social ray— The Arts are ne'er at war: 
O, as your fire and genius stronger blaze. 
As yours are generous Freedom's bolder lays, 
Let not the Gallic taste leave yours behind, 
In decent manners and in life refin'd ; 
Banish the motly mode, to tag low verse. 
The laughing ballad to the mournful herse. 
Whenjthro' five acts your hearts have learnt to glow, 
Touch'd with the sacred force of honest woe; 
O keep the dear impression on your breast. 
Nor idly lose it for a wretched jest. 
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The Hon. GEORGE LYTTLETON, Esq. 
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SPOKEN BY MR. QJCJIN. 

I COME not here your candour to implore 

For scenes, whose author is, alas ! no more ; 

He wants no advocate his cause to plead; 

You will yourselves be patrons af the dead. 

No party his benevolence confin'd, 

No sect — alike it flowed to all mankind. 

He loVd his friends (forgive this gushing tear : 

Alas ! I feel I am no actor here) 

He lov'd his friends with such a warmth of hearty 

So clear of interest, so devoid of art, 

Such generous friendship, such unshaken zeal, 

No words can speak it, but our tears may tell. ■■ 

O candid truth, O faith without a stain, 

O manners gently firm, and nobly plain, 

O sympathizing love of others bliss, 

Where will you find another breast like his? 

Such was the man— the poet well you know: 

Oft has he touch'd your hearts with tender woe: 

Oft in this crowded house, with just applause 

You heard bdm teach fair Virtue's purest laws ; 

For his chaste Muse employ'd her heav'n- taught lyre 

None but the noblest passions to inspire. 

Not one immoral, one corrupted thought, 

One line, which dying he could wish to blot. 

Oh, may to-night your favourable doom 

Another laurel add to grace his tomb: 

IVhilst he, i^iiperior now to praise or blame, 

Hears not tlie feeble voice of human fame^ 

Yet if to those, whom most on /earth he lov^d, 

From whom his pious care is now remov'd, 



PROLOGUE. 

With whom his liberal haadr and bounteous heait. 
Shared all his little fortune could impart ; 
If to those friends your kind regard shall give 
What they ^q^oii^ei carffrpin i^j^ )^e^\%^ " * 
That, that, even now, above yon starry pole. 
May touch with pleasure his immortal sotil. 
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TRAGEDY. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

life VOLSCIAN Cofflp. 
ATTIUS TULLUS, V0LU8IUS. 



▼OLUSIUS. 

Whence is It^ TuIIus^ that our mns are stopt 
Here on the borders of the Roman state ? 
VHij sleeps that spirit, whose heroic ardor 
Urg^d jott to break the truce, and poured our host^ 
From all th' united cantons of the Volsci, 
On their unguarded frontier ! Such designs 
Biook not an hour's delay ; their whole success 
Depends on instant vigorous execution. 

TULLUS. 

Volttsiiu^ I approve thjr brave impatience : 
And will tp thee, in confidence of friendship, 
Diidose my secret soul. Thou know^st Gaksust 
v#L, u. R 
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Whose freedom Caius Marcius, once his guest^ 
Of all the spoil of sack'd Coriolii 
Alone demanded i and who thence to Rome, 
From gratitude and friendship, followed Marcius i 
Whence lately to our Antium he return'd> 
With overtures of peace proposed by Rome. 

VOLUSIUS. 

I know him well ; an antiquated sage 
Of that romantic school Pythagoras 
Establish'd here on our Hesperian shore ; 
Whose gentle dictates only serve to tame 
Enfeebled mortals into slaves* 

TULLUS. 

Galesusi 
Doubtless, possesses many civil virtues ; 
Is gentle, good ; for rectitude of heart, 
And innocence of life by all rever'd. 

VOLUSIUp. 

Pardon me, TuUus, if my faithful bluntncss 
Deems you too liberal in his praise. In peace 
Such may perhaps do well, when prating rules 
An idle world 5 but in tempestuous times ■ ' 
They are stark naught^) these visionary statesmen 
Fit rulers only for their golden age. 
The rugged genius of rapacious Rome 
For other men, and other counsels, calls. 
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TULLUS. ■ •. ■ .-.',. ,;. ',. •. , ,1/- 

Your thoughts are mine — I only meant to teU^tbee -^ -nv, i 

The part he bejirs in tjiis ill-tim'd delay. " * - ' ' ^ - v ol 

Soon s^s our gathered army march'd from Anfium^ ^-^^ ^^ 

The Roman senate, whose attentive caution -^i- ihiA^^ 10 
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Watch'd all our nvotipos, tqqk at aixan tbf akrm i 
And sent a herald, ere w^ pasa'd ibjBic bordefaj 
With formal c^mnopy, to 4em9a4 , . . 
The cause of our approach.*--Hsid I ti^en inaa|^» 
I would have answer'd at the gates of Rome. 
But this Galesusy who attends our camp 
Among the Volscian deputies, so pleaded 
The laws of nations, made such loud complaints 
Against th' infraction of the public faith. 
So teaz'd us with the pedantry of states. 
That I was forced, unwiHing, to permit 
His freedman Titus, to be sent to Rome 
With our demands. If these the Senate grants^ 
We then are in the toils of peace entangled, 
In spite of all my effbrta to avoixjr them« 

T'OLUSIUS. 

O, 'tis a wild chimera f Peace with Rome f 

Dream not of that, unless the Volscian courage 

Is quite subdu'd, and only seeks to gild 

A vile submission widt tfiat specious name. 

Learn wisdom from your neighbours. Peace with Rome 

Has quell'd the Latines, tam'd their free-born spirit. 

And by her friendship honour'd them with chains. 

She ne'er will grant it on the just CQn^tign3 
I now have brought the Vokci tpdemaoi: 
The restitution of our conquered Qia^ 
And fair aUiance upon equal terms. 
I know the Komaiir kisolcnce will scorn 
To yield to this : and Titus must return^ 
Within three (iay% the longest term alloVd him ; 
Of which the tbirdt U Dieav ekps'4 alTea4y« 

Ik 8 
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Then even Galesus will not dare to stop tt9 
With superstitious forms^ and selemn trifles^ 
From letting loose th' unbridled mge of war 
Against those hated tyrants of Hesperia. 

VOLU8IUS. 

Thanks to the gods ! my sword will then be free... 
Then, poor Corioli ! thy bleeding wounds 
Thy treasures sack'd, thy captive matrons. 
Shall amply be reveng'd by thy Volusius ; , 
Then, Tullus, from the lofty brows of Marqus^ 
Thou may'st regain the wreaths his cooquernig hamd^,. 
By partial fortune aided, tore from thine. 



TULLUS. I 



O my Volusius I thou, who art a soldier, 

A try'd and brave one too, say, in thy heart 

Dost thou not scorn me ? thou who saw'st me bend 

Beneath the half-spent thunder of a foe. 

Warm from the conquest of Corioli, t 

Which, rushing furious in with thosc^ .who9i( sallf 

He had repell'd, he seiz'd almost alone ) 

And gave to fire and sword. Yet thence he flew ^ 

Scorning the plunder of our richest city» - 

His wounds undrest, without a moment's respite^ ^ 

To where our armies on the fearful edge 

Of battle stood; and, asking of the consul - - 

To be oppos'd to me, with mighty rage, 

Resistless, bore us down. ^ • , * 

vQLysius. . 

True valour^ Tullus, 
lies in the mind, the never-yielding pospose* '. ■ • > '^> 
Nor owns the blind award of giddy J'outuie^ ; « 

• '* " / i P '1' 
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CORIOLANUS, 245 

TULLUS. 

My soul, my friend, my soul is all on fire I 

Thirst of revenge consumes me ! the revenge 

Of generous emulation, not of hatred. 

This happy Roman, this proud Marcius haunts me. 

Each troubled night when slaves and captives sleep, 

Forgetful of their chains, I, in my dreams. 

Anew am vanquished } and, beneath the sword 

With horror sinking, feel a tenfold death. 

The death of honour. But I wiU redeem — 

Yes, MarciUs, ' I will yet redeem my fame. 

To face thee once again is the great purpose 

For which alone I Bve — Till then how slow. 

How tedious lags the time I while shame corrodes me. 

With many a bitter thought ; and injurM honour 

Sick, and desponding, preys upon itself. 

VOLUSIUS. 

It fast approaches now, the hour of vengeance. 
To this fam'd land, to ancient Latium due. 

m 

Unbalai^c'd Rome, at variance .with herself. 
To order lost, in deepand hot conmiotion. 
Stands on*^ dangerous point of civil war ; 
Her haughty nobles, and seditious comnions 
Reviling^ feating, hating one another ; / 
While, on our part, all wears a prosperous face 1 
Our troops united, numerous, high in spirit. 
As if their general's , soul informM them all* 
O long-expected day ! 

TULLUS. 

G09 brave Voli^siu^ 
Go breathe thy udor into every breast. 
That when the Volscian envoy shall return, 
Whom ere the close of evening I Expect, 

K 3 
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One spirit may unite us ia the cause 

Of generous frte^om, and our natiire ri^$, . 

So long oppressed hj Rome's encroaching power. 



SCENE II. 

TULLus dont. 

Galesus said that Marcius stands for consuls 
O favour thou his suit, propitious Jove ! 
That I may brave him at his army's head. 
In all the majesty of sovereign pow'r ] 
That the whole conduct of the war may rest 
On us alone, and prove by it's decision, 
Which of the two is worthiest to command- 



SCENE III. 

rKJt,t,VBf OFFICER. 
TVLLU8. 

Ha ! why this haste ? you look alann'd. 

OFFICER. 

My lord^ 
One of exalted port, his visage hid, ^ 

Has plac'd himself upon your sacred hearth, 
Beneath the dread {krotectionof your Lares ^ 
And sits majestic there in solemn silence. 

TULLUS. 

Did you not ^skliim w^, smd what he was ? 

My liord, I could tiot Speak' i'lfehappatfd,' ^ 
As if the presence oT ^dme •GM liafl strtrdk 'nie. 
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TULLUS. 

Come^ dastard t let n^ find this man of terrors. 



SCENE IV. 

Tie back'scene opens^ and discovers CoRlOLANUS as descfihed 

above. 

C0RI0LANU9, TULLU9. 

TULLUSy after some silence. 

Illustrious stranger — ^for thy high demeanour 
Bespeaks thee such— *who art thou ? 

<!ORI0LANUS. • 

[Rising and unmixing his face. 
View me, TuUus — 
[yffier some pause. 
Dost thou not know me ? 

TULLUS, 

No. That noble front 
I never saw before^ What is thy name ? 

CORIOLANUS. 

« > 

Does not the secret voice of hostile instinct. 
Does not thy swelling heart declare me to thee i 

TULLUS. 

Gods ! can it be ? — 

CORIOLAKUS. 

Yes. I am Caias Marcius \ 
Known to thy smarting country by the name 
Of Coriolanua* That alone is left me» 
That empty nioie^ for all my toils^ my service^ 

1^ 4 



The bkxKl wluchi hxtcehtd far duAkkss Rome. -^ 

Behold me banidi'd thenoet ar Ticdm yielded 

By her weak nobks to the msddeiting rabble. 

I seek revenge. Thou may^^ employ my sword, ' ^ 

With keener edge, with hcacrier force against her, ^• 

Than e'er it feil upon the Volscian nation. 

But if thou, TuUuS) dost refose me this, 

The only wish of my ccUccted heart. 

Where every passion in one bumiilg point 

Concenters, give me death: Death from thy hand 

I sure have well deserv'd-^Nor shall I blush 

To take or life, or death from Attius Tullas. '*< 

TULLl/S. 

Caius Marciu9 ! in this one short niioment, ' - '*• 
That we have friendly talkM, my ravishM heart" f ' ■ ■ ^^ 
Has undergone a great, awonderous change. ' ^ 

1 ever held thee in tny best esteeth $ 
But this heroic confidence has won mo, ' ' 
Stampt Hie at oiiee thy friend. I were indeed ' ^ 
A wretch as mean as this thy trust is noble^ " ' * ' ^ 
Coi^d I refuse thee thy demand— Yes, Mafctui f* '- f 
Thou hast thy wish ! t Ae hilf ofmy eoA^axid, ^ "- 
If that be not enough, then take the whole. ''> ^ ^ 
We have, my friend, a- gallant force on fdot, '. 
An army, Mardus^ fittofc^hyw thee. : ' - 
Go lead them on, and take thy full revenge. 

All should unite to punt$h the ungrat^ul I , .. 

Ingratitude is treason to lioankind. , 

Thus, generous TuUuS) take a soldier's thanks. 
Who is not practised in the 'gloss of words 
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Thou friend in deed ! friend to my cause, my quarrel ! 



Friend t<)vthi5rcia*l«:p?wn>^2n^yii^^ booh\ f>rtT 

AU else I seti:^xio^^t,\:ir-Jf^^ ,jr, [^loihH 

I am new-made, an4 wonder^t myfcV}y , ; x, y.^i ^^^ 
A little wbik ago, and. I was n^tl^ng'} , ;^ ^^ v I 

A powetle$s reptile, crawli^ioin ib^ e^r^t^D r : r >i /l^iW 
Curs'd with a soul that. restless wjsh^ \q mflA v./-} r.iid'l 
The bolts of Jove ! I dwelt in lacebus, .[' . y ^^ 'f'l li ^:;a 
I wander'd thro' the hopeless gjoom, of beUi,;; n..^ ./T 
Stung with revei^f, ijo^qa^nt^. by; tbq|i*r|e^l ... ? h .{ 7/ 
Now, TuUu^, lik^ a-g<>cji, ypu.;djr9W'yffe th^9(^, ;:-i-0 
Throne me amidst tjhp skies, witfe t^i;np?sc cbargfi^ -'. j 
And put the ready iiiui»d^ i|i m; blitad.! r 
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TULLUS. 

What I have promised,: Marcius, I will dp. . ') 

Within an hour at &i^^sl; we expect i ^.. - .p 
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The freedman pf Galesus back from Rom^ - 'w r /• i 

Who carried to the senate^^ur 4emand$./ • r ^ "y^ : - < i 

Their answer will, 1 4oubt aflt, end th? ,tru^, ; .,;, t ,;> 

And instant draw our ;»ngry ^woi^s agamst them* 

Till then retire; within my inmost ^ent, . ■ , - r/ - ». / 

Unknown to all but m^, th^t when Qur>icbie£i 

Meet in fiill council to declare for war, 

I may produce thee to their wondering -VftSj 

As if descended from avenging Heavien. > 

To humble lofty Rome, and teiach her justi^< 

CORIOLANU8. 

To thy direction, Tullus, I resign 

My future life: my fate is in thy hands j 

And, if I judge arightt the fate of R<Aiie. 
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ACT n. SCENE h 

GALESUS, TITUS. 
GALESUS. 

Indeed! my Titus, I had hopes that Rome, 

Vext as sh^ is with her domestic broils, ^ 

« 

Her frontier weak, her armies unprepar'd, 

Might have compl/d with our demands, and given us 

The same alliance granted to the Latines. 

TITU8. 

The senate scarce would hear the terms I ofier'd ; 
But order'd me to bear this answer back : 
<' If first the Volsci take up arms, the Romans 
« Will be the last to lay them down." 

GALESUS. 

Alas! 
This answer seals the doom of many, a wretch. 
Unchain'd Bellona from her temple rushes^ 
With all the crimes and vices in her train. 
Earth fades at her approach. To rural peace, : > i. : 
Fair plenty, and the social joy of cities^ vf ^ 

Soon will succeed rage, rapitie, devastation. 

Each cruel horror sanctify*^ by names* ; ' *; r '^ I 

O moruls I mdrtals ! when will you, content ; . . 

With Nature's bounty, that in fuller flow» * ^ . .. 

Still as your labours open ttiore it's soi^rced, . < ^ • - T' i 

Abundant gushes o'er the hap|]l]^ worU ; . ., , ,t 1 -/ 
When will you b^tddi'VUedceflfadidYlfin^f ;.;.- , , .\^ , »t i 

To dwell with beasts of prey in woods and deserts ? 



Never till Rome shall duit^ her conquering maxims. 

GALJiSUS. 

Her hau^ty spirit now will soar beyond 
Its iisual pitch, upborne by Gaius Marcius. 
Stands he not for the consulate ? 

TITUS. 

He did. 
But is no more a citizen of Rome. 

GALESUS. 

What mean'st thou, Titus ? 

TITUS. 

Mardus is from Rome 

« 

Banished for ever. 

GALESUS. 

O immortal Powers \ 
On what pretence could they to exile doom 
Their wisest captain, and their bravest soldier ? 
Nor less renown'd for piety, for justice. 
An uncorrugted heart, and purest manners. 

TITUS. 

The charge against him was entirely groundless. 

What not his enemies themselves believ'd. 

Affecting of tyrannic power in Rome. 

His real crime was only some hot words. 

Struck from his fiery 4«nper, in Ac senate^ ^ 

Against those factious ministers of disoord, / 

The tribunes of the jpeoj^e. They to rage. 
And frantic fury,' rousM tibc ma4 plebdaft^ I . 
fey whom sui^poifted in their bold atfiemplb 
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They durst presume to sumipon to the bar 

Of an enrag'd andpar^ial^puhu:6^ 

The most illustrious senator of Rome, . . ( 

To this the nobles yielded— and, with his, V 

Gave up their own^nd children's rights for ever, 

G.itESUS. / ^^ 

O shameful weakness in a Roman senate, 
Sb much renown -d for firmness f yet my Titus, 
Spite of my love tb Marcius^ I must own it, 
The vigorous 9<ni whence his heroic virtues 
Luxuriant rise, if not with careful hand ' ^ 

Severely weeded, teems with imperfections. 
His lofty spirit hitocks no opposition. 
His rage, if oncedietid^d, knows no bounds. 
He deems plebeians with patrican blood 
Compared, the creatures of a lower species, * 
Mere menial hands by Nature meant to serve him* 

TITUS.' 

It was this high patrician pride undid MmV 

The furious people triumph -d in his ruin 

As if they had dstpell'd another T^quin: 

While, like a captive train, the vanquished nobles 

Hung their dejected heads in silent shame. 

Marcius alone seem'd unconcern'd ; tho' deep 

The latent tempest boil'd within his breast. 

Cnoak d up and smotherd with excessive racre. , , . 

You were WrgHest at Roftie, and^tkerefoifei ^1%!^,- '^'' ^' 
Might on ibai^^ad^oeeaii^^be^^mftled- -'^^ ' - - ' '^^H 
Toj(iiiKj«iurtaiiS'Witfrhfe'4J^^^ : : ; .' .f..«^1 

Saw you thstriiioyflig 6ccd«e^ '^ :; i vr: wi. i • , ,.ii K ** 
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' • 4 dJd, iClalesus; ' '''^ •''■ ^O 
I foUowM Marcius home— His mother, there,' "'^'^ ^'' 
Veturia, the most venerable matron * ^ . / 

These eyes have e'er beheld, and soft Volunima,. ' ' ^^'^^^ 
His lovely virtuous wife amidst his children. 
Spread on the ground, lay lost in dumb^despair^:.^ ,; ^^ f^ 
He swelling stood x, while, and could npt speafct .: ; n v'\ 
Th' affronted hero struggling with ^^ iiiani/ ,. • .. . .)...^^^ 
Then thus at last he broke the gloomy silcai^ei; > >•,« i ^.\ Y 
•< 'Tis done. The guilty semtenoe^isprpoouiic'd^:,; -.xmJ 
«< Ungrateful Rome ha^ ca,8t me^frfMnher.bosoiiDr ./ ; fi... 
<< Support this blow with fortitjude, an4 >(;9iltE^ge>^ yit.>; .ji\ 
« As it becomes two generous Romaa matrons*; . . < .- U 
^< I recommend my qhUdr€;n to your care* . t.j . ,,, }i 
« Farewel. Igp, I quit, without regret». - ,. ,i. : ;;j 

<« A city gjrown an eneoiy to virtue/' . ' j- ,/ '/:; 



GALfiSUS. 

Oh godlike Marcius ! oh unconquer'd strength 
, And dignity of mind I How much superior - 
Is such a soul to all the porw^rof Fortune ! 
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TITUS. 

This said, he sternly try'd to break away : 

When, holding in his hand his eldest son, ' 

Veturia followed'; while the poor Voliimnia/ 

All drown'd in tears, and bearing in one arm 

Their youngest, yet an infant, with the other 

Hung cling^g at bis k&ec;8 — ^he tutaing .to them, • 

Half soften'd, half sevei^e, .brea^'d fkom his soiil : M 

These broken ac€4enta^5< , Ceadc . yout vtia- complaints^ T 

«< Mother, you have no more a ^oqi and. thou* . ', > ^3 

<< Thou best of women ! thou, my dear Volumnia ! 

«< No more a husband."— -Pierc'd with these dire words 
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Volumnia lifeless sunk.: and oflFhe flung, 
' With wild precipitadoa. 

GALESV8. 

Thy sad tale 
Blinds my old eyes with tears — But whither^ tell me, 
O whither, Titus, bent he then his course ? 

TITUS. 

Where the blind genius of regardless rage 
And desperation led. On to the gate 
Capena call'd, attended by the noMes, 
He stalk'd in sullen majesty along ; 
Nor deigned a word. A gofiike virtuous anger 
Beam'd thro* his features, and suUim'd his air. 
With downcast eyes he walked; or, if aside 
He chanc'd to look, each look was great reproach. 
Thus in emphatic silence, that made words 
Void and insipid all, he parted from them. 
The day preceding my return from Rome j 
Nor has been heard of since, lost in th' abyss 
Of his own woes* 

6ALESVS. 

O Marcius, noble Marcius !- 
How shall my friendship succour thy distxiess i 
Where shall I find thee to partake thy sorrows. 
And make myself companion of thy exile ? 

But, Titu$| we indulge discpurse too long — 
Go, and assemble thou the Volsdan qhief% 
Whilst I repair to Tullu^, to informal 
And bring him to the council^ there to hear 
The fatal answer thou hast brought from Rome. 
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SCENE n. 

Changes to TOLLUs's Tent. 

* V 

CORIOLANUSy TVLLirS. 
CORIOLANUS. 

Forgive me> TuIIus^ if I count the moments 
That stop the purpose of thy noble kindness^ 
And keep me here confin'd in tame imetian. 
Why linger^ Titus ? 

« 

TTTttirs. 

Calm diy restless heart. 
Brave Marcius^ every minute I expect him* 
Soon from iSat doud that hides thee, shak thou Imak- 
With double hri^Uiess } soos thy fiery rage 
Shall wither all the strength and pride of Rome. ' 

righteous Jove, protector of die injur'd ! 
If from my eatliest youth, with pious awe, 

1 still have reverenc'd thy all-powerful justice, 
Still by her sacred dictates ruPd my actions ; 
O let that justice now support my cause. 

And arm my strong right-hand with all her terrors ! 
When that is done, be Kfe or death my lot. 
As thy almighty pleasure shall determine. 

lEtaer ah Officer to TttUus. 

OFFICER. 

• • • 

My lord, Galesus asks admittance to you. 



4t^ QQKIOIiM|0& 

TULLUS. 

MarciDSy retire an in8^nt^ till I hear 
The business brings him hither — Kd htn| enter. ^ , 

[ Exit Officer and Canohnus^ 

[EtOer Gakyus.. 



SCENE m. 

TULLUS, GALESVS. 
GALE8U8. 

• ■ 

Tullus, the Roman senate has retum'd 
No other answer^ to our late demands. 
But absolute denial and defiance. 

TITLLUS- 

It b what I expected — We shall teach them 

An humbler language soon — Hast thou assembled^ 

As I desired, the Volscian diiefs in council i 

GALESUS. 

Titus is gone to sununon t^eir attendance* 

TULLUS. 

It is enoi:^h, come forth, my noUe guest ! 
And shew Galesus how the gods assist mu 

SCENE IV. 

• 1 : . . . 
COAIOLAVirSy TULLVS, OALXSUS. 

O mj sMMisbM sori! wbat do I see ? ^ 
What ! Caius MarduB f Caius Midttte hcM, 
Beaeatkoflir^fliwMi'Fillasf «: ^'- -^ * 
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With Tulluirt«>wy^'menda»a'ir^no^iOTldicr^' '"' '" * 
IT^;* Adii ihalt ^ee hfrti tTiiindering at the hfcad 
<yfV^(JlsciJSi' Armies, he, who oft^has czittfd 
Destruction thro* their ranks — ^Tour leavfc a momeoti 
While to otir chiefs andfatjiccj,^ J announce 
Their unexpected guest. 



SCENE V. 

CORtOLAMUSy GALBSttS. 

Them godd okhmau ! 
Close let me strati thee to in]C %ithful heartt 
Which now is doublv thine, united more 
By the pjotection which thy country gives me,. 
Than by our lofiner friendship. 

OAL£SUS. 

Strange event ! 
This is thy worl4 alinighty f^rovidence ! 
Whose power, beyond the Bti^tch of human tbought^ 
Revolves the orlkiitfu^xs^ts ; vbkiscthem^sink 
Deep in the deadfaiiq(i4»ght«^thf>dci(>ksa$iii!e^ '-■' 
Or rise majestic o'er a wondering worid. 
The gods by thee--«4 8ee\|^ ^JiB!|^o|^us«-o 
Mean to exalt us, and depress the Romans. 
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Galesus, yes, th€ gods hdtv^lefilt^nie hither $ 
Those righteous godf,e^Wf ^#^vtt|4i<*iiRe3«^ 

Excites thcm^fff^^imm^^mi^^^ 9mi9£ ^.i^ ; ' u.lW 
Make their own criawt Mid Jbyii|^«tiii*4h^)|^ i:^»i^^ 



^ QQRIfiLAtneBv 

Cherish 'thes^ tfaoughtB that teadi irs what we air^ . : « 

And tame the pride of tn^n* • There is a powec ^ . i 

Unseen diat rules^ th' illimitable workl» - 

That guides its motions, from the bri^test star|. 

To the least dust of this »n«tainted mold ^ . , .\ 

While man, who madly deems himself the lord 

Of all, is nought but weakness and dependance. 

This sacred truth, by sure experience taught. 

Thou must have learnt, when, wandering all alcHie, 

Each bird, each insect, flitting thro' the sky. 

Was more suflScieiit for itself than thou " . . .. 

Ah the full image of thy woes dissolves mc! 

The pangs that must have torn, at pasting fromtliee^ 

Thy mother and thy wife. I cannot think . 

Of that sad scene, without some drops of -pity P ' ^ 

CORIOLANVS. 

• » .• , > 

Who was it forc'd me to that bitter parting ? 
Who, in one cruel, hasty moment, cluis'd me 

From wife, from children, friends, and household rods, 

J" * ^' '. ' '^ 

Me ! who so often had protected theirs ? 

Who, from the sacred city of my fathers. 

Drove me with Nature's commoners to dwell. 

To lodge beneath their wide unsheltered roof,' 

And at their table feed ? O blast me, gods 1 ' ^ • ^ ' 

With every wpe! debility of mind. 

Dishonour, just contempt, and palsy'd weakness* 

If I forgive this tjtlains ! yes, Gaksus, ' . r ::: v 

Yes, I will offer to the powers of vengeance 

A great, a glorious yictirii— a whole city ! 

Why, TttUus, rOOft M^y^,.,. . . - . . . ,,ntoU^ 

Be to the Volscian nation^ Snd himself. 
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The dfeady the godlike instrument of justice I 

But let not lage aiid Y&ikgemcf^ttnx iS^^kfSiBQW^ O 

Let them wot trouble witii their fretful (gtc^rmj . 

Their angry gleams, that azure^ whete ^thr(M%!di 

The calm divinity of Juadce.sits, . . c. ._ i^ i .t t 

And. pities, while she pooishes, maQldnd^i; ,. . ,( t»,;v .1 

CORIOLAVUS. 

What saidst thou ? Wfaat^- a^iast' the BowerSi of r 

vengeance? 
The gods gave honest Aligcr, just Revenge, 
To be the awful guardians of the eights 
And native dignity of humaa land* . 

were it not for thcmi the eaucy world r. ; ( - 
Would grow a^ noisome nest of. little tyrants !* ^ X 
Each carrion crow, on eagle merit perch'd. 

Would peck his eyes out, and the mongrel cur 
At pleasure bait the lion — ^No, Galesus, 

1 would not rashly, nor on light occasion. 
Receive the deep impression in my breast ; 
But when the b^se, the brutal and unjust. 

Or worse than aD, th' ungrateful, stamp it there j ' 

O I will then, with luxury supreme. 

Enjoy the pleasure of offended gods, 

A righteous, just revenge ! — ^Behold my soul. 

£Enter an Officer. 

I. ■ ■ ' ■ t 

. QFFICEfi. 

V 

My lords, th' assembled chiefs desire your presence* 

04^L^aU5. 

Come, noble J\Iarciu8 ; let my jqyfti hand 
Conduct thee thither-— Do];ibtJOat thy reception 
Will be proportion'id^;tp [th][:|M)[^4nd ^erit. 

■) . a 2 -..,-. ^.. ,:•'■>■--•'' 
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SCENE VI. 

The back^scene of^ns^ and discovers the deputies oftheYcisdaa^ 
States, assembled iff council. They rise and sedsite Corioh. 
lanus ; then resume their places^ 

OALBSUS, TULLUS, COHIOtANUS, S&KATOR9. 

OALE3U$r . . , 

Assembled states^ and.cafittin^ .of the Vobd^- 
Behold the chief so much renowned in war % 
Our once so formidable foe, but now 
Our profier'd friend and soldicr-^aius Marcius* 

FIRST SENATOR. 

We givjs him hearty welcome from our soulst 

CORXOLAKVS. 

Most noble chiefs, and fathcn of the Volsci> 

I need not say, how by the people's rage. 

And the poor weakness of the timid nobles, 

I am expeird from Rome^ Had I c^nfin'd 

My wishes n^erely to a safe retfeatv < < / 

Some Latine city miglit have gtToi me thtrt | . . 

Or any nameless comer. What imports it. 

Where a tame patient exile rots in silence i 

But, Volscian lords, permit, mc to deda^ 

I would at once cut short my usekss days, ' > 

Rather than be that despicable. wretch,. : ^ 

Who neither can take Tcngeaace on his foes. 

Nor serve his iriiehtf s. Thait is my umper, thieft. \ 

I shall be glad, to merit, ky my swibr^l, 

Th' asylum which 1 ^k among the Vofeci. 
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Rome is our common foe: Then let Us jdin 

Our common sufferings^ passions, sfnd yesentments. * 

Yes, tho* but one, I bring s<J nlariy wrongs, ' ' •• — 

So large a share of powerful enmity, 

Into the war, as gives me the presumption j ; -^ 

To offer to the Volscian states A^ aiKamde' • • - 

Even of my single arm. 

That single arm, 
Is in itself a numerous army, Marcius ; 
The Volscians so esteem k-^-Biit proceed. 

COHIOLANUS. 

I will not mention, Volsciah chiefs, what talent 
The world allows me to possess in war : ' ' 

But be that what it will you may employ it. 
Soldier, or captain, in whatever station 
You place me, I will los.e each drop of blood. 
Or with this hand I'll fix the Volscian standard 
Oh the proud towers of capitotian Jove. 



O " '►».,■' 



Chiefs of the Vokdaalcagviei I give you p^': < . - 
Of our new citizen^ thenoUeMaTdttf* ' '^ 

The genius of the Volfciaa' stafie has wot faiBiy 
Whetted by wrongs if|Co a keener hatsei • 
Than that we beai? t» Ronie, it woe cammaSag^ 
With impious aetf idiiBiriir aCTOgaocf^ - 
This bounty of the gods, not to aocdpty ; ^ 

With every mark of i boftMt, : of 'hisr^ervicev > 

I, Volscians, i, en» Attivs Talhny<gi^ ^ ^ 
First of yoo all| mf "vwc^ thiit Caiui' Afardkii: 
Be now receEif*d to Jttgb conumnd aaacnf iis|' 



f 
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That instantly we do ^ipoiiit him general 

Of half our troops, wUch hifX6$ with ywr !Qqtim^t» . 

I to him7idd>--^S{icak;. duefo, i« this your pkamre ^, 

• « • , • • , • 

• » 

FIBST SENATOR. 

It is — ^We give wariirHms. conscnti . 

TULLUS, emhracing him, 

MarctuSy I joy to <qM thee my companion, 
.And Gcdkagtie in this war. 

COaiOLANUS. 

By all the gods ! 
Thou art the generous idctor of my soul! 
Yes, TuUus, I am conquer'd by thy virtue, 

GAtEsua. 

Tho' I have oft, on great occasions, TuDus, 

Beheld thee in die senate, and the field, 

Cover'd with glory; yet, I must avow, 

I never saw thee diew such genuine greatness. 

Such true sublimity of soul, as now. 

To scorn thf all powcJrful charm of selfish passions. 

Chiefly the dazzling pride of emulation. 

That noblQ.weaknes& of heroic, minds. 

To sink thyself &at thou < may 'st raise thy coifntcy^ 

To put the/svsord into thy rival's land, • 

And twine thy prpmis'd laureb round his brow--^ 

O 'tis a flight beypnd the highest point . 

Of martial glory ! imd what,few can reach. 

Go forth, ye chosen, mihislters .of justice ; 

And may that awful Power, .whose. secret hand 

Sways all our pa^sicMEks,' turns >ourpaitial views 

All to its own dread purposies,^ attend you ! 
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I burii'toentefim* the glorious task ^^ f :^*^ i::o xfErl }0 
You Ifoij*^ hsire mark''^ me ^Ut. Hovr:dowjtht7'tnn«[ of I 
To the warm soul, that, in the t^ry instant 
It forms, would execute, a great design. 



>T 



*Tis my advice w^ iparch direct to Rome ;; ^ 

We canhot be too quick* I^et the first dawn 

See us in bright array before her walls. 

Perhaps when they behold their eidlefhdre^ - 1 1 

Back'd by your force, some conscious hciarts among Hati 

May feel th* alarm of guilt« • • - • 

TULLUS. * 

; . ' - t 

. I muph approve . , ,.. 
Of this advice^ . *Ti? what J tho.ught before, ^ 

Ere strengthened, Marcius, by thy mighty arm : 
But now 'tis doubly right. Here, Volscian chiefs, ' 

Here let our council termiaatc-^The troopa , 

Have had repose siu^cieiit. Straij^ to Rome . ., . : ,^^ 
Come, let us urge our march-^As yet the^ starf . „ 

Ride in th<;ir.)p^dfUe w:at(:hv we shall with ^s^ . . . ) 
Reach it by dawn*— rr . ,. ,. ,. - 

• ' ' ' COKTOLAKUS. ' 't \ \] 

' ' * Yes, we have time— i^tob knttchi 
Six tedious hours till mom-^Biit hence! away! 
My soul on fire anticipates the dawn. 
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i64 COBMLAiHm, 



ACTW. SCENE !♦ 

V 

CORIOLAMUS, rULLUS, VOLUSIUS, TITUS, nvith a crotud 
of Yol$cizi\ officers* Jcctamations hchind the scenes. 

• • • • ' r 

CORIOLAKUS. ' 

No more— I merit not this bvish prs^ise. 
True, we have driven the Roman legions back. 
Defeated and disgraced — ^But what is this ? 
Nothing, ye Volsci, nothing yet is done. 
We but begin the wondrous leaf of story. 
That mark^ the Roman doom; At tength it dawns, - 
The destin'd hour, that eases of their fears *^ 

The nations round, and sets Hesperia free. 
Come on my brave companion^ of th<e war f 
Come, let us finish at one mighty stroke 
This toil of labouring fate. — We will, or perish ! 
While, noble TuUus, you protect the camp, 
I, with my troops, ail m«Q of chosen valour, 
Aii4' yf^' ^pcc^y'd t^dgy^ will .s|x>rm the city. 

TITUS. 

Beneath thy animating conduct, Marciu^, ' - ^ *^« ^ 
What can the Volscian valour not perform f ••'' ^'' *-'-'^ 
Thy very sight and voice su^ues the Romans. 
When, lifting up your hcdm, you shew'd your face. 
That like a comet glar'd destruction on them, 
I saw their bravest veterans fly before thee. 
Their ancient spirH has iHtk^tbe^ferBooktithto^ ' 'ii^K 
And ruin lejingso*4ryim^l€!rotttf^»tdl^i':}^i b .r.d; ^V/ 
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[ Enter an Officer, who addresm himself to Coriolanus. 



OFFICER. 



> /'.-. 



My lord, a herald is irfiv'd froni Roftie, 
To say, a deputation from the senate, 
Attended by the ministers of Heaven,^ . , 
A venerable train of priests and flamensj 
Is on the way, addressed to you. 

CORIOLANUS. 

. To me I 
What can diis message mean4 Stand to your arms^ . 
Ye Volscian trqops \ and let tbese Romans pass . 
Betwixt the lowering frowji of double file^. 
What! do they, think me sjuph a milky boy, /, 

To pjay a^y vengeance with a few soft wordst . . , 
Come, fellow, soldiers, TuUus, come,. aQdseqj. ,\ .„; . 
If I betray the honours ypu have done nae. . , . ^ 

{Goes ou^ wUh a train of yols;cia^ ^cjerf* 






' SCENE 11. 
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TULLus, voLUsius, vfho femaim 

VOLUSIUS, after some silence. 

Are we not, TuliUS* failing in our duty 
Not to attend our genc^ ?. 

TULLUS. . r : . . 

How ! whit ^atdst &ou J ' 

•^ ■ • , . .' ••• ^^ ' 

VOLUSIUjS. 

■ ' . ' 

Methougfaly > my lairds Kas partkig , orders^ werej^ 
We should attend the trittinph now .prepmng . 



« . > • 



O'er all his foes^aft Mve-^RcHttadsand Vobci ! ^ • '^'i 



Come, w^^i^Igiteottn^. 

TULLUS. 

Of this no more. 
I pray thee spare thy bitter irony. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Shall I then speak without disguise ? 

TUI/I/US. 

Speak Cut 
With all the honest bluntness of a ^end. 
Think'st thou I fear the truth f 



'/ 






x/. 
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voLUsitrs. 

Then, TuUus, know. 
Thou art no more the general of the Volsci. * 
Thou hast, by this thy generous weakness, sunk 
Thyself into a private man of Antium. 
Yes, thou hast taken from thy laurelM brow 
The well-eam'd trophies of thy toils and perils, 
Thy springing hopes, the fairest ever budded. 
And heap'd them on a man too proud before. | 






TULLUS. 

He bears it high. 

VOLySIUS. 

• » * * » . . - 

Death and perdition Jh^h I .v; 

With uncontroul'd command !*— Tou see, . already, ^i i 
He will not be incumber'd with the fetters i \4 

Of our advice. He speaks his sovereign will ; 
On every hand he issues out his orders. 
As to his natural slaves. — ^For yoU; ipy lord, ^ , 
He has, I Ainfc, confin'd you to yoAt Cjamp, ^' . ^" "' 



>^ 



COKK>lii^nWSL^ lOtj 



There in ingbni(Sft8M<dl)PQe.t9Jangiiis]|| > 
While he, beneath your blasted eyiM, shfill itap 
The harvest of your honoun 

f 

» . .- . TULLUS. 

. , I^o, Voittsii^ . 
Whatever honour Ihall by him be gain'd 
Reverts to me, from whose superior bounty 
He drew the means of all his glorious deeds. 
This mighty chief, this conqueror of Rome, 
Is but my creature. 
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VOLUSIUS. 

Wretched self-delusion ; 
He and the Voiscians know he is thy master. 
He acts 9S such in all things. — ^Now, by Mars, 
Could my abhorrent soul endure the thought 
Of stooping to a Roman chiefs I here 
Would leave thee in thy solitary camp. 
And go wher^ glory pall^. 

TtJLLUS. 

Indeed, Volusius, 
I did expect more equal treatment from him. 
But what of that ? — ^The generous^ pride of vittue 
Disdains to weigh too nicely the returns 
. Her bounty meets with — ^Like the liberal. gods, . 
From her own graciou^ nature she bestows. 
Nor stoops to ask rcwardr— Yet must' I owni 
I thought he would not have so soon forgot . < 
What he so lately was, and what I am. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Gods ! knew ye. not his diarai:tcr before ? 
Bid you not luip^ ^,ge;aiiis was^tp. yours , 
Averse, as are antipathic^ jn nature ? . 
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^9 QQIHODiUIUS:) 

Highy over-wceatagy tyxannoiuly pioiid. 
And only fit to lN>ld command o'er slxves ? 
Hence^ as repugnant to that eqnal life> 
Which is the quickening soul of all republics^ 
The Roman people cast him forth ^ and we^ 
Shall we receive the bane of their repose. 
Into our breast ? Are we less free than they ? 
Or shall we be more patient of a tyrant ? 

TULLUS. 

All this I knew. But while his imperfections 
Are thy glad theme^ thou hast forgot his virtues* 

VOLUSIUS. 

I leave that subject to the smooth Galesus, 
And these his Volscian flatterers— His virtues 1 
Tru^t me there is no insolence that, treads 
So high as that which rears itself on virtue. 

• • . * • • 

TUJ^LUS. 

Welly be it so — I meant, thatcven his vices - 
Should, on this great occasion), serve the Volsci* 

. . vo'lv$ius. 

Confusion ! dicre it is f there lurks the sting 
Of our dMiotout } While thb Marcius leads 
The Roman armies, ours are driven before him. 
Behold, he chsiDges sides ; when Mnth him changes 
The fortune of the vrar. Strait they gn>w Volsci 
And we victorioti^Romans-^uch no doubt. 
Such is his s^ctct boast — ^Ay, this vile brand 
Success itself will fix for ever on us ; 
And, TuUus, thoii, 'tis thou must answer for it. 

His wor^ ate 4^Egerfr tb my heart \ 1 ieA- 

Their truth, but am «u«h**tBh0wtf^f<«!y.*^'"'^ " 
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VOLUSIUS. 

O shame ! O infamy ! the thought; consumeB^mc, ,. j i 
It scalds my eyes with tears, to see a. Roman, . , ,t ., 
Borne on our shoulders to immortal fam^ : . . : i 

Just in the happy moment that decided . ., . v 

The long dispute of ages, that for which . .. .. . 

Our generous ancestors had tpil'd and bted, i - , .. ^ t* ^ 
To see him then step in and steal our glory ! 

that we first had perish*d all ! A people, 
Who cannot tind in their own proper force 
Their own protection, are not worth the saving t 

TULLUS. 

It must have way ! I mil no mofe suppress it-^^ 

Know then, my rough old friend^ no ]es9 than thee 
His conduct hurts me and upbraids my foUy. 

1 wake as from a dream* '■ What demon mov'd me I 
What doating generosity? his woes, 

Was it his Woes ! To see the brave reduced 

To trust his mortal fee? /perhaps, a little 

That work'ti "within taj bosom-r-But, Vblusiusy 

That was not all—- I will to thee confess 

The weakness of my heart — ^Ycs, it was pride» 

The dazzling, pride to see my riyal-warrior^ . . . . i : 

The great Coriolanus, b^id .his soul, t.. 

His hauglity soul, tosue fdrmy protection* 

Protection, said I? were it that alone^ . , . 

I had been base to have refused him that. 

To have refusM hifn au^t a gallant foe . ^ 

Owes to a gallant fbel^^ut to exak him 

To the same ic^, nay, above my self j 

To yield him the commafid' of 4ialf hty troops. 

The choicest ac^ lialfr^at^ thatn»a^madiie»$ • • «' 

Was weak, ir^ ip^^j uxm^foi aman !• 
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voi*usi(;s« 

I scorn to flatter thee^^b va^iiuked. . 

Curse on the shnre Galesiis ! soothing^ be ' 
Seiz'd the fond moment of mfatuation. 
And clinch'd the chains my ge ner ous fotly forg^d»' 
How shall I from diis labyrinth, escape i 
Must it then be ! what cruel genius dooms me. 
In war or peace to creep beneadi his fortune ? 

VOLUSIU8. 

That genius is thyself* If thou canst bear 
The very thought of stooping to this Roman, 
Thou from that moment art his vassal, TuUus ; 
By that thou dost acknowledge parent Nature 
Has formed him thy superior. But if fix'd 
Upon the base of manly resolution. 
Thou sa/st — ^I will be free ! I will command ! 
I and my country ! then— O never doiibt it— 
We shall find means to crush this vain intruder f 

Even I myself — this hand 

Nay, hear me) Tullusi 
^Tis not yet come to diat, diat last resource. 
I do not say we should employ the dagger. 
While other, better means are in our power. 

TTTxiirs. * 

No, my Volusius, Fortune will not drive us> 
Or I am much deqeiv'd, to diat* extreme : 
We shall not want the stirong^ fiurestplea^ . 
1^0 give a solemn sanction to his; fate. { 

I^e wili betray hin^df. WhateTet his ra^e 
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Of pa$8ion, talk#> a weakness for his country 
Sticks in his soul» and h^ is still a Roman* 
Soon shall we see him tonpted to the brink; 
Of this sure precipice — Then down, at once, 
Without remorse, we hurl him to perdition I 

But hark ! the trumpet caUs us to a scene ; ' 

I should detest, if not from hope we thence 
May gather matter to mature our purpose^ ' / 



SCEKE IIL 
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The tack'scene opens, and discov^s Coriolanus sitting on 
his tribunal f^ attended by his lictors, and a crowd of Vol- 
scian officers. Files of troops drawn up on either hand* 
In the depth rf the scene appear the deputies from the,. 
Roman senate^ M. Minucius, Posthumus Cominius^^ 
Sp. Lartius, P. Pinnariu8>. and Q^ Sulpitius, all con- 
sular senators^ who had been his most zealous friends^ 
And behind them march thf priests^ the sacrij^cers^ the 
augurs, and the guardians of the sacred things^ drsst fV 
their ceremonial habit s* These advapce slowly betwipct the 
files of soldiers, under arms. .^As TuUus enters ^ Corio* 
lanus rising salutes him. 



CORIOLwkNVS. 



Here, noble TuUus, sit, :andju^ge my conduct ; 
Nor spare to check me, if^.I act amiss. 



•'rirx;i.u:*. 



Marcius, the Volscian late is 4h thy hands. ' 

[Coriolanus is jeated 0gain,rpnd JTullus places himseffi 
sipon a tribunal on his left hand, mean tinie the Rpr 



man deftttia advance mp uContAmmmdmbOtbim^ 

nuhicbbe reimrm* 

What, Romans, fmm the gamak (tf die Vcibd 
Is your demand ? 

M1XUCIU8. 

O Coriolanusy RoniCa, 
Nurse of thy tender years, thy parent-city. 
Her senators, her people, priests, and augurs. 
Her every order and degree, by us. 
Thy ever-zealous, still-unshaken friends. 
Sue in the most pathetic terms for peace. 
And if in this constrainM, we from our maxim^ 
Never to ask but give it, must depart ; 
It is some consolation, m the state 
To which thou hast by thy superior valour 
Reduc'd us that we ask it from a Roman. 



* » 






CORIOLAttVS. ... . . . , 

I was a Roman once, and thon^ iihe taa» y 

Was not dishonoured by me I b«t4t.plfeaftVl // 

Tour lords, die mob of Rome, to ttdcc ttfimm m»% >! 

Nor will I now receive it bade again^ ' i 
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MIKUCIUS. 

The name thou mayst reject, but canst not throw 
The duties from thee which that name imports i 
Indissoluble iduties^ bound upon Aee ',. 

By the strong hand of Nature, and confirmed 
By the dread sanction of all-ruling Jove. 
Then hear thy country's supplicating voice j '\ 
By all those duties I conjt^e thee bear us*. ' 






Well^I will hear diee ; speak^^ declare thy miMiftf*^' 






MINUCIUS _ V i 
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Cive peace, give healing peace, t^ two brave nations, 

Fatigu'd wi& c^arw a>>i ftick of , cruel <]<{ed.$ I < /s , - / 7 

To carry on destruction's easy trade, '♦ t 

Afflict mankind, and scourge the world with war. 

Is what each wicke^d, each ambitious man. 

Who' lets his furious passions loose, may do : 

But in ^e flattering torrent of success^ 

To check his rage, and drop th' avenging sword, 

When a repenting people ask i^ of him, 

That is the genuine bounty of a god. 

Then urge no farther this your just resentment ; 

Which, injur'd as you are, you needs must feel. 

But never ought to canry into, action, 

Against your Si^cred country j whence you drew 

Your life, your virtue^, everjr. mortal good. 

That very valour you employ against her. 

Stop, Coriolanus, ere, 'beyond retreat, 

Tott plunge yoMsdCia crimBS; Xo the fisi|:e jo)^ 

Of vengeance ^{nish'd to: biirh(as(Mi9^cess, 

RepeAOAoe'wlt sitQoeedi ?axd sitkning horror. 

Cbnsider too the aUpperynstate of ^foitune. 

The gods take pleastixetoft^ when haughty mortals 

On their own pride erect a mighty fabric. 

By slightest means, to lay their towering schemes 

Low in the dust, and teach &em they are nothing. 

Return, thou virtuous Roman 1 to the bosom 

Of thy imploring coi^ntry. lio f her arms 

She fomfiy spreads to take thee back agsun, 

And by redoubled love efiace her harshness. 

Returot and crown thee with th^ noblest wresrth 

Which glory can besto^»^^-4lie pdtti <tf merey4 
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474 eiiitf(MMvs. 

COUIOLAXUS. 

Marcua Minucius^ and ye o^ier Romans^ 
Respected senators, and holy flan>ens. 
Attend, and take to your demand this answer :' 
Why covrt joumc, the servant of the Volsci? 
It is to them that you must bend for peace, . 

Which on the^e. only terms they will accord you. 
« Restore the conquered lands, your former wars 
« Have raTish'4 .&oni. them : from their towns and cities^ 

■.■1 A«tlt ' - ^i. « •** <«« , * 

« Won by you^ ^irms, witj^draw jour colonies j 

« And to the full inununiues of Rome 

« Frankly admit them, as you have the Latmes. 

Then Romans, ye have peace, aiid not till then ! 

If these arc terms, which suit not your ambition, 

Thev suit the state to which the Vols^cian arms 

Have now reduced ,you-r-Wc have leam'd from Rome , 

To us^our fortunci and. command the yanquish'd. ^ 

Deadi to my hopes ! Pm now Ks shwte for ever. "-^ 

coB.iohA'S jT&.^ ad'dressing Jktttseffio iUe Volsci. 

This, my illustrious patrbh's arid protectors, 
Volsci, toyoulow'ii. Vttmk nii tkf^' '' 
To do myself and injur^d'honour justice. » '^•'' - 

[Turning again to tnt Romans. 

** til I'JiA 
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As to the Uberty you idly vaunt ^ ^^ ^ ^ ^ .. , ^^^ ,^^ 
To giVe me of returning to your citjr, . ^ ^ _ ^^ 
Tis what I hold \ipworthy of acceptance. ^ ^ ^ ^^^ 
Can I return into ti* ungrateful bpsopa / "^ m/ ' . 
Of a distracted state, where to the rage , 

^^ ' -^' t .-. ■ < • "\: 'i. nO'»i:j b« .^ 111 

Of a ytte so^sdess Eopi^ace,..thc Uws ^^ .. ...^ ^..^ 
Are by your duunrful wea^ew g»ven » ^^J^TJ, ^rf, ^j, ^^ 



Who are the men that hold the sway among you i 



And whom have you expcU'd as even iinworthjr 

■ " * ' "* 'i > r * '» » I '5 ■ 1 iJ ft V''^^ 

The most envenom'd malice, , justly charge toe f ' 



To live within the cincture of your waHsl— - \ 
O the wild thought breaks in and troubles reason !-^ 
With what, y^Kopiaris, can the soiircst censor,' 



».-■:. ■ » • . 






Did I e'er break your laws ? Nay, did I e*er * 7 * 

Do aught that could disturb the sacred order,' ' ^ '"■' ' ' " 

The peace and social harmony of life j ' ' . 

Or taint your ancient sanctity of mainhers f ' ^ i. * 

What was my crime ? 1 could riot bear to^c '^ ^ ' 

Your dignity deljas'd, to see the rabble 

Tread on ithe reverend grey authority 

Of senatorial wisdom : Yes, for you; * 

In your defence I did enrage this mbhsier ; 

And yet yoii Basely left me^to its fury. ''^^ ^ ^ 

Then talk np more of' services and friendship : — -'• ^^- 

A friend, who can, 'and doe's iiot shield, betrays ^tii6.'^ ^^ 

Or if the power was wanting^ Jlnm your seoate 

Is sunk inu^ ^i5^ai$S,^4.hoft4^?ft : . ,.- ,f 
Nor shoulfl ^ fr^^man deign to sit among you^ 

^ M3LNUCIU8. 

The wisest are so9»gfji9^ ff^pq^'d ^ P«^.. » ,m 
To popular storm \,i^ l^f^iTpo^% M^W^f.^ r 
Our timid con4uct 5 wc haifcfelt our error, . 
And now invite thee back to aid the senate. 
With thy heroic spirit p restrain • ' '' 
The giddy rage of fitction', and td hold 
The reins of governnient/mpre firm heri^aif6r. 
As to th' appeal which thou ha^ rioblV made 
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In vindication of th^ spotless" fame, ' 

With pleasure we contom itj V*d^^^^^^^^^ 
To all thy pubhcf and thy private virtues: 
9ut let ttft also beg thee not to .stain 
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ijif OOIUpI,/VHUS. 

The brightness of that glory by a crime» 
Whichi unrepented, would disgracc.them all } 
A dire rebellkms War against thy country. 

. CORIOLANUS. 

Al^urd ! what can yov mean ? To call, a peofde^ 

Who with the last indignity have us'd me. 

To call my foes my country ! No, Minucius, 

It is the generous nation of the Volsci ^ 

These brave, these virtuous men, you see around me, 

Who, when I wandefd a poor helpless exik. 

Took pity of my injuries atid woes i 

Forgot the former mischiefs of my sword ; 

Heap'd on me kindness, honours, dignities ; 

Fear'd not to trust me with this high command. 

And plac'd me here Uie guardian of their cause :-^ 

Be witness, Jote !«^It is alone their nation 

I heneeforth "wfll aticnowledge fot my country ! . 

Let this sttfice— Tou hive my answer^ Romans. 

This answer, Cofiolanus, is the dictate 

More of thy pride than magnanimity : . 

'Tis thy reveitg^ thw gh^s it> Wot thy Virtue. 

Art thou above the gods ? who joy to ^w^ 

l^heir double gbodnteSs 6h repenting mortftls ? 

But think not I Intend, by 'this to urge 

Our profFer'd peace, so hatshly treated, ftftriier. 

That were a weakttess ill becoming Romansk 

Yet I must teB thee, it would bettct suit 

A fierce despotk ^ht^f 6f batbatous dfeives> 

Than the calm dignity 6f One whO si^ 

In the grate senate of a ftte Vepublie, 

To talk so high, and as it wet e to thm^t ' ' * 

Plebeians from the nati^ rights of taUdSBti^^-^i^ ' '" 1 
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comoikitbf. hi 

'■■?•' ' ' ''*•,'".. 'j ' • ' 

CORIOLANUS. , " 

* • • • ■ i>^ t • • t ,• ■ <f 

Ha ! dost thou come the peoplq*s advocate ^ 

To me,' Cominius ! com'st thou to insult me ! 

COIVINIUS. 

Nay, hear me, Marcius :— These grey hairs impower imc 

To set thee right before this great assembly : * 

And there wis once a time, thou wouldst have heaitl ' ' 

Thy general with more deference and patience—*' 

I tell thee then, whoe'er amidst the sons 

Of reason, valour, liberty, and virtue, 

Displays distiogui^'d merit, is a noble 

Of Nature's OM'^n creating. Such have risen. 

Sprung from the dust; or where had been our hohovrs f 

And such in radiant bands wall rise again. 

In yon immortal city^ that, when most 

Depressed by fate, and near apparent ruin. 

Returns, as with an energy divine, 

On her astonish'd foes, and shakes them from her — 

Your pardon, Volsci — ^But this, Coriolanus, 

Is what I had to say. 

OORIOLANUS. 

And I have heard it — 

[ Rising from his tribunal ; and the priests advancing 
to address hhn, he prevents them. 

For you, ye awful ministers of Heaven, 

Let me not hear your holy lips profan'd 

By urging what my duty must refuse. 

I bow in adoration to the gods ^ 

I venerate their servants. But there is, 

There is a power, their chief, their idarling care. 

The guardian of mankind, which to betray 

Were violating all— And that is Justice. 
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So far mj public character diemands ; 
So far my honour. — ^Now, what should forbid 
The mzOf and friend, to be indulged a little ? 
Permit me to end)r ac ytj| iy )> gog4 Mit|«j:ius, 
Thee, Lartius \ you, Pinnarius and Sulpitius : 
But chiefly thee, Cominius, who first rais'd me 
To deeds of arms : who from thy consular brow 
Took thy bw:n crf^y»py ^vfi with it tocled mine. 
Tho' nought can shake- my purpose, yet I wish. 
That Rome h^d: macitmti others en thi$ errand. / 

I thank you for your inendshipk . The protection, ^ 
Which joi^ have giv^ ^o those, whom <Miiee IcaU'id >^ 
By tender name^ I would not now remember* 
How shall I — say-^i^etum your generous goodiioss ,2 ^ 
O, there is nothing joUs as firiends, can gsk, i - . 
My grateful he^rt will not iwith pleasure -grant you* " a 
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We thank thee, Coriolanus — But a Roman ' 
Disdains that favour you refuse his country. 

COaiOLAKL'S. 

[ TV ^A^ Volscian officers. 
See that they be, with due rq^ard and safety. 
Conducted back. 

[ 7i> the Roman senators* 
I will suspend th' assank, ^ 
Till to these terms, of which we will not bate ' '* !^ 
. The smallest part, yovr senate may have time ^ '\/'' :' - ' 
To send their latest answer. ' Thoil we eut ^^ 

All further treaty oC Roman^^i farewel. ' -^ • jj vilA 

5> r 
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^ ' :- ' :> : '■^;^': >'| -.^t ,bp >/il b'lc ,n«5'n 3ffT 

•.-,./-; ,. ,• .:. •. , i ^ .•• II ■■■ Af • P.i'H C !'' ch '•'•>r> O 1 

What is the niiiid «of mdn ? A^ecffteSJ (566«6^ V "^ " ^' 
Of vanity and weakness {rfiiftJifg^ll^ f- > ' V ^^ 

As shift the lights ctf oottf ttticettaittkttdwtedge^f^ ^ ^* ' ~ 
Or as the«varicm» gale^of p^tsMon bttathes. ' '' '" 

Ndae ey^r thought libnsdfnftor^ dieejply founded '"^ 
On what is right, *iw fdl a fSobler iirdor^ " ' 

Than 1, ^Ixetil invwtcd CaiUil M«dtrs ' ' ' ^^ 

With this ill-jtidg^d tottimatfd. K0W it appear^ ' ^ 

Distraction, ioBy^ numsorous folly ! meanness ! .% ' 
And down I plunge, betray'd even by my virtue, 
Froxngulph to gulj^ fron^ shame .to deeper shame. , 
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SCENE II. 

TULLUS, GALESUS. 



GALESUS. 



I listen'd Ti\Uus, to xbl tmpottant scene 
That lately pass'd before us> ilnrithniost. strict 
Unprejudic'd attention I andhaiee^siaeCw 
Revolv'd it in my mindy both ar a man, :' 
Ally*d to all mankiud>^n4 as a^Volscian. . 
Indeed our terms are high, and by the manner 
In which they were prescribed by Coriolanus, 
Are what we cannot hope will e'er be granted. 
They shx>uld be softenM. Let us yield a littler 
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Ck>n8cious mnAv^B i^ a giosit hatioti^s pride, ' > 

The pride of human nantre. Could the; Rdmftns, - ' ^ 
Stoop to such peace, commanded by the sword - ' 
They then were slaves, unworthy our alliance. 

TULLVS. 

Gods ! do I hear in thee, one of the chiefs 
Intrusted with the honour of the Volsci, 
An advocate for Rome ? 

GALESUS. 

I glory, TuUus, 
To own myself an advocate for. peace. 
Peace is the happy natural state of man^ 
War his corruption, his disgrace — 

TULfcUS. 

His safiegiurd! 
His pride ! his gtery ! — ^What but war, just war, 
Gave Greece her heroes ? Those who drew the slirord 
(As we do now) against the sons of rapine ; 
To quell proud tyrants, and to free mankind. 

GALESUS. 

Yes, TuUus, wheil to just defence the warrior 
Confines his force, he is a worship'd name^ 
Dear to mankind, the first and best of mortals ! 
Yet still if this can -by soft means be done. 
And fair accommodation^ that is better. ^ - 

Why should we purchase with the blood of thousands. 
What may be gainM by mutual just concession ? - ' 
Why give up peace, the best of human blessings,* ' *' * 
For the vain cruel pride ti- useless conquest ? ' \ • * ' 

TULLIFS. 

These sooting (freams of pnitesbpTifc quiet 

Arc only fit Tor tihfe^i^e^ ihad^^; '"'• '"' '"'''^''^ ''^' 



Qomimamm «tt 

The sage shpold quili tbe^^lnisy'-^iislAiitg* tfffw^ 

111 suited ^hk gentle. meditalkinf^' ,1^' ?: : in ^h'^ 

And in some desert £nd4Mit'pfl»oe be«kyi«t;''<^ >< c^o^^< 

Mistaken"" man ! Philosophy consists not 

In airj Schemes, or idle speculations.: ^ , ^ .' ,:^.,I> 

The rule and condu.ct,of.all soci^.lifc , , ; 

Is her great province. Not in lonely cells .,, ,, \ 

Obscure she lurks, but holds her heavenly light 

To senates and to kings to guide their councils. 

And teach them to reform and bless mankind. 

All policy but hers is false and rotten 5 

All valour not conducted by her precepts , 

Is a destroying; fury sent, from hell 

To plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. 

TULLUS. 

To stop the waste of that destroying futy ' * * 

Is the great cause and purpose of this war. 
Art thou a friend to peace ? — ^subdue the Romans. 
Who, who, but they have turn'd this ancient land. 
Where, from Saturnian times^ harmonious concord 
Still lov'd to dvicell^ into a scene pf b^o^ 

Of endless discord, and .perpetual i;ap]ne ? 

« * . 

The sword, the vengeful sword, must dram away 

This boiling blood, that thus disturbs the nations i 

Talk not of terms. It is a vain attempt 

To Iki^dth' ambitious and unjust by treaties : 

These they elude a thousand specious ways ; 

Or if they canpot find a fair pretext, 

They blush not in the face of Heaven to break them- 

GALESUS. 

Why then afironted Heaven will combat for lis.^. . . 
Set justice on our side^ ^4 tb^n ^J y6iQ^ . 
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0» romusoiAmis. 

SbaH be as loud for war^a^thioe} my sword 

Shall strike as, d^i/ ^ \9^MJiph9od,9b^ifiw i . .t i 't 

Asfreelyt THUufb^ if^mjriCQ^^mji^sfiVm^i'K ir iv .d? I 

But as I then wi9ijJ4 die tP »cw;ft*h(s;yol8cis^ ...m ^1 

So now I dare; |p serve them by.fl?pw««t /,.:.!. 1 

Even with my single yqi^,. tii* impeti^f^us lorren^ ,;^ ,/^ 

That hurries us away b^yi^d,|he boiiiids . , v.- ...^' 

Of temperate wisdom ; and presume to tell thee. 

It is thy passion, not thy prudencei dictates 

This haughty language. - - ' *' '^ '■'■ ' ^ 

TULLITS. 



t ' 



Yes, it is my passion, . . c //}; 
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A passion for the glory of my country, 

That scorns your narrow views of timid pru4ence. 

Our injur'd honour drew our swords, and never :\ 

Shall they be sheath 'd while I command the Vplscians,,,/ \ 

Tin R<Hne submits to Antium, ,^j I 
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Rome will perish 
Ere she submit ; and she has still her waits, 
The strength of her allies, her native valour, 
Which oft hath sav d her in the worst extremes, 
And^ stronger yet than all, despair, to aid her. 

■ TULLU*. 

AH the8« will nought avail her, if our fears 
Come not to her assistance— But, Calesus, 
Why urge you this to me ? Go, t;dk to Matdi&s»^ 
The war has given him all his pride eduld hop^^f&i*, ^* ' ' 
To see Rome's senate humbled at his feet : ^»^ ^' '^ -^^ '^ 
He now may wish to reign in peic^AVAjktlixitii^* i>d\>nA 
And thou, pierhaps, art coihc arf^ehVbyfHSmf Mrtf,^ '"^^ */^^ 
To learn if I^haU prove^k qmet subjeet/ -- '"^'>> -J-^* vH 
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rrjmammjoos. a»% 

Thro' thfecA^»dtetf>wptf«ii^ %«^,^^ ^ '^^^ ^^'-^^ 
I see what 8tiiig*^ftW4^&^f'^WaW €*«fe<v^> '^'^^^^ -^ 
If thatpaJc'furfsiiae^thcidj-thbui^tedrl' ^' ^ ^*<'J 

Tullus, 'tis easigrfe*,. ftom fht^'^lear tardifi4; '^ " ' 
To kcef^^i^t^e#cMK»is vic6,tthiati to^ei^it, " ^^-»^'- 
Farcwel. RemediWiir Lhav^ cforic? mf 'dutrf. ' -^'^^ ^^'^^^ 

This man discerns my heart — Well.:. What of th9ti?,t,{][ 

Am I afraid its movements should be seen ? s 

I, whose clear thoughts have never shuun'd the light. 

Must I now seck'to hide them? O mi&fortune ! 

To have reduc'd myself to siich a &atei ' 

So much*bcncath- die gi:dathfe8S*bf mf soUl, ' 

That, like^'aijoward,' I miist learn to practise 

Thc'Wretched arts of iile dissimulation ! 

By Heaven, I will not do it-^I will not stoop ' 

To veil my discontent a moment longer. 

But see ! my rivd ffoipei,' the happy Marcius. 

His haughty mien, his very looks, afiront me. 






SCENE JIL 

CORIOLANUS, ^TULLUS, 

V ?.?' i %\ . > ' ' .. 

„,^.^, CORjIOl-ANya. ^ 

Tullus, I Jb»ycj^ei^4^nt<?l%enccb. , 7 

That a.<$tr9(ii^b94](:9f th^ ^1^^^ T 

Is in full march tp .raisie the ^g« of Rome* 

Another day^ wiU /bring them to its aid. 

But go thmr ^or^i, and lead the valiant hands, 

By thee commanded, to repel th<^$e succours^. 

Go, and cut off from Rome its last resourclc. 



)|4 CGOLIOLAMfJS. 

I lead my tr<M>ps from* die great scene of action. 

From falling Rome^ mrliidi ere to-flfoirow's sun 

Shall set) may be our prey I sorie you forget '^ ' 

My rank and station-^-^I disdain die sendee : 

Give it to some you may command. For me, 

I own no master but the Vplscian states. 

Rome is my object. I from Antium brought 

The noblest army ever shook her walls. 

And shall I now, on that decisive day, 

Doom'd by the gods to lay her pride in ashes. 

Shall I be absent from the glorious work ? 

It is the highest outrage even to think it.— 

Just gods ! dost thou presume to giv6 thy orders 

Tome ? to me \ thy equal in command ? 

Nay, thy superior ? was it not my hand. 

My lavish hand, bestow'd thy power upon thee ? '* 

And know, proud Roman, that the m'an who gave it^ 

Can at his will resume it. 

. CORIOLANUS. .^ 

I proposed 
This expedition to thee as thy friend, 
Not as thy general, Tullus. "We are bbth . * ^ 

Commanders here ; and for my share of flower, ^ 

Whene'er the council of the Volscian stateis, 
Who cloth'd me -with it, shall again demand it, 
I at their feet will lay htlowri, persuaded, • - 
The canker'd tongue of Envy's ^eif mtist* own, -^ ' ^^ '^ 
That by my serviceJIiave -wdl dfcseiSr'd it' * 
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TULLUS, 
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WM.it.tothpia^.prinp, yon liid|Kr,<»n^c.. ,,...„ , ,, n,(T 
To crave protcctijvg,? ,]^inot^jfi¥,f(«^^»fy,^,^ aH 
Tour libertyj your ]i£e:, at my disposal i 



COBiOLAin!l!9.> ^ 

1 rais'd you from the dusty at nvotched exile. 

An outcast, jhei^pleas, frifiui[l^s,,,dfi;ircp.ito b^ . . i 

The lowest refuge \Khic:h4c;spau:,9ax^seek| .^ . 

Shelter amidstthy foes* .. l^y pUy^gig9o4n^S9., 

Protected, trusted* and Wicvy yqu gafatejfwi- . i .. >^:.: 

OiU-plac'd confidence ! . v . i • ^j u v.-, » 

Immortal gods ! * 
Hear I these words from Tiillus ! 
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TULLUS, 

What for all this 
Is thy return ? Pride % self-suiEciency i 
Councils apart from mine i despotic orders i 
The glory of the war all pilfer'd from me : 
And, to complete the whole, a Latine army . 
Now conjured up to draw me from the siege } 
Till by cajoling our tame chiefs, and da^zlinig 
The senseless eyes of the low mob of soldiers,* j 

Thou shalt be solely seated in the power 
Which, thank my folly ! now is shar'd betwixt us. 

CORtOItANVS. 

indignationf-^Down, Attn swelling faeart^^ , 

1 will be calm-*I will.-^Tfaou dost accuse ikie ' 
Of the wor^ vice that can debase mankind, 

Of black ingratitude* On what foundations ? 

What have I done, to inerit sitdi a ^ha|]ge? 

Is it my fault, if ^. the Vols^n'SflBy 

My name is as reirer'4 9tul grciit as Aias? 

Can I forbid authority^ and famc^ 

To follow merit and success?— Tou knew 

The man whom you cm^lpy'd, and should have known 

He would tib<1ie'4t cyj^hci Ih emplbyment, ' ' i[ 



2^ (xaaoiUAKusL 

Think*st thou mf^haat dhkuxuthvoA than &ib^ ''<'^ ^ 
To be that cypher ^that dMthoiioui^d tort f ' '• '' > '^^ * 
Subservient to th' ambition •f another ? • - '• ' ' '' '''^^ 
Gods ! I had rathdr ihrb'a drvdging pettssmt ' ! ' *' ( i'^'^ 
Unknown to gbry> in some Mpuk WHage, .» . t .M 

Than at the head of these victorious fegidns- ' ^^ --' ^ 
Bear the high name of chi^» without the power. 
No. Marcius. no. I will command indeed: 
And thou shalt learn, with all the Volscian army. 
To treat their general with respect. 

coniox.i5ri7S. 

' ---ilcspe^! ^ '^ 

TuUus ! Tullus ! by tfac^ovlidPil dWfte ! ■ '" ^ 

1 bore thee once rcspcet, as high as'lniiri *' ^ * ^^ 
Can shew to man. From thee, my fo^/ my rivah ' 

I nor disdain'd nor fear^ to ask prbt^cfi^nJ ' • ' -^^ * 
You gave me all I ask*d, you gave me moret 
With nobl6 warmth of heart ! which to esteem. 
Added ,the ties of gratitude and friendship. , ., . , j 

Whatever since, in cpuncil or in arms,. ,. i 4 -.ti'l 

Has been by me atchiev^d^ was done for th^. I:' Uv A: I 
My glory all mt^s , thine. The palms I gSjCd .v. .^.y .'* i'J 
Onlycompo$'4ag?rlan^forlusbn)w, •,:^j:^*:,, K.fi u^il 
Who rais'dthisbanish'd man to^ead^ fteq^i,,^^,^, ]^q 

TUILUS. 

To tread on him who ra^sM him.-~That, I knbw, 

Is thy amUtious purjpose : but be certain, ^ ..,-,/ 

However Rome may bend beneath diy fortune,. * v 

_, - _ -* >,' . . ••■ J. V' .•..*?' jtm -''J 

Thou shalt not nnd an easyconqueoit here. , , . 

May Jove with light^i»|g strike'«ijt toitbt ^iatyet - -^ ^' ^^ 

If fmm thr diy Jf niw thy f iirrniTi Aiirimijj ^ '*'^' .i.iv^V / 



My heart ^ ever fenn'd one secret though 

Tohuit,tb]filM>aoiir# ordeppOiatibygraitnidMco^ 

I was thy friend^ thy soldiery slnd thy iscnraOt. 

But now I will as opetilf avow^ 

Thy jealousy has, widienv^eoomld breathy -^ * < ' . > 

Made such a sudden ravage in our friendship, r >■ ^ • . . 

I know not what to think.;-"--^^ j 



J 






'Think me thy foe, . 

. . . ■ .« . * • • . ■ . ^<- 

There is no lasting friendship with the groud* 

CORIOLANU8. 

Nor with the je^ll$>|isr«t-— But of diis enough. 

Come let us tuyn.^Hvr^fire Orncjbkt^wity'rj .' ... r / o 

We have a worthier. quarrel ito?pursue.— — * . . .- i 

It were unjust, r^isl^onwrabkb^lMise/ . v .,- :: .j 

Our pride should hnirt^the VolsciaH cause^r ^ . ., \ 

. ' '■' f ' '- 

TUELUS. 

No, Marcius, 
I mean to guard it bettef*fbr the future-: 
The Volscian cause is safest with a Volscian. 
I therefore claim, insist uponrmjr right \ 
That you shall yidd me niy x:onnnand iiit turn. 
The first attack was ydurs-Z^irf^ scanty jiistiee. 
The second AbtSd *e iniftfe/ 

CORIOLAVUS. 

Tullus, tis yours. , 

O it imports not which of us command ! . ' 

Give me tb^ lowest tank among your troops : •, ; 

All Italy will know, th^Vdice of fame . ? 
Will tell all future time^^ tbafil was present ; 

That Cori(df|ijWkisr(tl|0 3fol8cSaix;2Bany)il^^^^ <• / -^/^ •: M 

Assisted, when i^ppatiiil/tUnufc#fsl>agk5di| y -^z^' ^t^o?' ^1 
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aM COIUOLANU& 

ThaCt city vUchf while he nuuntain'cl her cMii^ 
InTinciUc hendf, niMle Antiam tremble. 

TULLUF. 

What anrogant presumption ! 



SCENE IV. 

* 

To them vol usi it s entering hastily/, 

TVLLUS. 

Hal Vottt^ttis, 
Thy looks declare some meflage of importance* 

VOLUSIUS, 

TuUus, they do — I was to find thee, Marcius* 

To thee a second deputation comes. 

Thy mother, and thy wife, with a long train 

Of all the noblest 4adies Rome can boast. 

In mourning habits clad, approach our Camp, 

Preceded by a herald, to demand 

Another audience of thee. 

CO&IOIrANUS. . 

How, VotuMusf 
Said you, the Roman ladies ! Low, indeed^ 
Must be the state of Rome, when thus her matrons 
She sends amid^ the tumidts erf a camp. 
To hcg protection Tor die men, who fie 
Trembling behind liieir ramparts-— com^f once mofti 
And see me put an end to prayers and nrts^ 1 

• . ■ « • ■, • • » ■» i^ 



SCENE V. 

TULLUS, YOLUSIUS. 
VOLUSIUS. 

Tullus, 'ds well. This answers to my wishes. 

TULLUS. 

How ? What is well ? That humbled Rome once more 
Shall deck him with the trophies of our arms ? 
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VOLUSLUS. 

And hop'st thou nothing from this blest event ? 
They who have often blasted mighty heroes. 
Who oft havestol'n into the firmest hearts, ' 
And melted them to folly; they, my ftjend, " 
Will do what wisdom never could efiect. 

TULLUS. 

• . \^ . , _ 

Think'st thou the prayers and tears of iv^^ltng wo^i^ .. 
Gan shake the man, who with such^cold disdain 
Stood firm against those venerable consuls. 
And spurn'd the genius o^ hh kiieeling country ? 

VOLUSIUS. 
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It was his jp|i4e .a}one thsji; aao^de hinR^ours^^ .^^ . , 
That passion kept him firpj.^ Uk j^^opg^cha^ 
Of humbling thos<,^ wjiain ^^rjjier&oiis Ikitc^ ^ ^^ 
The wy^x()lk?ctc4j?uj^.o£ R^Q^ J^ j. ,' "l? 
These women ai^i,^ gg^PILobij^feSiil^^^^^ ,^^ ^ ^^ 
He cannot triumph o'er his wife and mother. 
On this my hopes are founded, that these women 
May by their gentler influence subdue him. 
vot* in* u 
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250 COftlOLANtJS. 

TULLUS. 

Whatever th' event, he shall no longer here, 

As wave his passions, dictate peace or war. 

Whether his stubborn soul maintains its firmness. 

Or yields to female prayers, the Volscian honour 

Will be alike betray'd. If Rome prevails. 

He stops our conquering arms from her destruction ; 

If he rejects her suit, he reigns our tyrant. 

But, by th' immortal gods ! his short liv'd empire 

Shall never see yon radiant sun descend. 

VOLUSIUS. 

Blest be those gods that have at last inspir'd thee 
With resolution equal to thy cause, 
The cause of liberty 4 

TULLUS. 

Be sure, Volusius, 
If that should happen which thy hopes portend ; 
Should he, by Nature tam'd, disarm'd by love. 
Respite the Roman doom — ^he seals his own: 
By Heaven 1 he dies* 

VOLUSIUS. 

Let me embrace thee, Tullus ! 
Now breaking /rom the cloud, which, like the sun. 
Thy own too bounteous beams had drawn around thee. 

TULLUS. 

Tou was deceiv'd, my friend, when I with tameness. 

With tameness which aatonish'd thy brave spirit, 

Seem'd to submit to that unequal sway 

He arrogated o'er me } know, my heart 

Ne'er swell'd so high as in that cruel moment. 

My indignation, like th'-iroprison'd fire 

Pent in the troubled breast of glowing -^tna. 
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Burnt deep and silent : butj collected now^ 
It shall beneath its fury bury Marcius ! 
Tis fixt. Our tyrant dies. 

VOLUSIUS. 

TuUiiSf my sword 
Here claims to be employed. — ^Nor mine alone-— 
There are som^ worthy Volsci still remaining^ 
Who think with us, and pine beneath the laurels 
A Roman chief bestows. 

TULLUS. 

Go find them strait^ 
And bring them to the space before hts tent \ 
*Tis there he will rcceire this deputation. 
Then if he sinks beneath these women's pirayera—- 
Or if he does not — ^But, Volusius, wait^ 
I give thee strictest charge to wait my signal. 
Perhaps I may find means to free the Volsci 
Without his blood. If not — ^wc will be free* 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

Trumpets sounding. 

The scene discovers the camp^ a crowd of Volscian officers 
ivith files of soldiers drawn up as before n Enter Coriola- 
lanus, Tullus^ Galesus, Volusius. The Roman ladies 
advance slowly from the depth of the stage, with Vcturia 
4he mother of Coriolanus, and Volumnia his wife, at 
their head, all clad in habits of mourning ; Coriolanus 
stands at the head rf the Volsci, surrounded by his lictors ; 
but when he perceives his mother and wife,, after some 
struggle, he advances, and goes hastily to embrace them* 

CORIOLANUS advancing. 

Lower your fasces, lictor s ■ ■ 

Oh Vcturia ! 
Thou best of parents ! 

VETURIA. 

Coriolanus, stop. 
Whom am I to embrace ? A son, or foe ? 
Say, in what light am I regarded hare ? 
Thy mother, or thy captive ? 

CORIOLANUS. 

Justly, Madam, 
Tou check my fondness, that by nature hurry'd, 
Forgot I was the general of the Volsci, 
And you a deputy from hostile Rome. 

[He goes hack to his former station. 
1 hear you with respect. Speak your commission. 
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VETURIA. 



Think not I come a deputy from Rome. 

Rome, once rejected, scorns a second suit. 

You have already heard whate'er the tongue 

Of eloquence can plead, whate'er the wisdom 

Of sacred age, the dignity of senates. 

And virtue can eilforce. Behold me here. 

Sent by the shades of your immortal fathers. 

Sent by the genius of the Marcian line. 

Commissioned by my own maternal heart. 

To try the spft, yet stronger powers of Nature. 

Thus authoris'd, I ask, nay, claim a peace. 

On equal, fair, and honourable terms. 

To thee, to Rome, and to the Volscian people. 

Grant it, my son ! Thy mother begs it of thee I 

Thy wife, the best, the kindest of her sex. 

And these illustrious matrons, who have sooth'd 

The gloomy hours thou hast been absent from us. 

We, by whate'er is great and good in nature. 

By every duty, by the gods, conjure thee ! 

To grant us peace, and turn on other foes 

Thy arms, where thou may'st purchase virtuous glory. 

CORIOLANUS. 

I should, Veturia, break those holy bonds 

That hold the wide republic of mankind. 

Society, together ; I should grow, 

A wretch, unworthy to be calPd thy son ; 

I should, with my Volumnia's fair esteem. 

Forfeit her love ; these matrons would despise me— 

Could I betray the Volscian cause, thus trusted. 

Thus recommended to me — ^No, my mother, 

You cannot sure, you Cannot ask it of me ! 

u 3 
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VETUttlA. 

And does my son so little know me ? me ! 

Who took such care to form bis tender yearS) 

Left to my conduct by his dying father ? 

Have I so ill deserv'd that trust ? alas I 

Am I so low in thy esteem, that thou 

Shbuld e'er imagine I could urge a part 

Which in the least might stain the Marcian honour i 

No, let me perish rather I perish ail ! 

Life has no charms compar'd with spotless glory I 

I only ask, thou would'st forbid thy troops 

To waste our lands, and to assault yon city. 

Till time be given for mild and righteous measures* 

Grant us but one yearns truce : mean while thou may'st 

With honour and advantage to both nations, 

Between us mediate a perpetual peace. 

CORIOLANUS. 

Alas ! my mother ! that were granting all. 

VETURIA. 

Canst thou refuse me such a just petition. 
The first request thy mother ever made thee ? 
Canst thou to her intreaties, prayers, and tears. 
Prefer a savage, obstinate revenge ? 
Have love and nature lost all power within thee ? 

CORIOLANUS 

No,— in my heart they reign as strong as ever. 
Come, I conjure you, quit ungrateful Rome, 
Come, and complete my happiness at Antium, 
You, and my dear Volumnia— There, Veturia, 
There shall you see with what respect the Volsci 
Will treat the wife and mother of their general. 



\ 
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V£TVftI4* 

Treat me thyself with more respect* my son ; 

Nor dare to shock my ears Mdth such proposals. 

Shall I desert my country, I who come 

To plead her cause ? Ah no ! A grave in Rpme 

Would better please me, than a throne at Aiitium. 

How hast thou thus forsaken all my precepts ? 

How hast thou thus forgot thy love to Rome ? 

O CoriolanuSy when with hostile arms* 

With fire and sword, you entered on our borders, 

Did not the fostering air, that breathes around us. 

Allay thy guilty fury, and instil 

A certain native sweetness thro* thy soul ? 

Did not your heart thus murmur to itself? 
These walls contain whatever can command 
Respect from virtue, or is dear to nature. 
The monuments of piety and valour. 
The sculptur'd forms, the trophies of my fathers. 
My household gods, my mother, wife, and children J'' 

CORIOL^NUS. 

Ah I you seduce me with too tender views 1-^ 
These walls contain the most corrupt of inen, 
A base seditious herd ; who trample order. 
Distinction, justice, laws, beneath their feet. 
Insolent foes to worthy the foes of virtue I 

VETURIA. 

Thou hast not thence a right to lift thy hand 
Against the whole community, which forms 
Thy ever-sacred country — That consists 
Not of coeval citizens alone : 
It knows no bounds : it hs|s a retrospect 
To ages past y it looks on t^pse to come ; 
And grasps of all the general worth and virtue. 

u 4 
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Suppose, my son, that I to thee had be«i 

A harsh obdurate parent, eren unjust : 

How would the monstrous thought with horror strike 

thee. 
Of plunging, from revenge, thy raging steel 
Into her breast who nurst thy infant years ! — 

CORIOLANUS. 

Rome is no more ! that Rome which nursM my youth : 

That Rome, conducted by Patrician virtue. 

She is no more ! My sword shall now chastise 

These sons of pride and dirt ! Her upstart tyrants ! 

Who have debas'd the noblest state on earth 

Into a sordid democratic faction. 

Why will my mother join her cause to theirs ? 

VETURIA. 

Forbid it, Jove ! that I should e'er distinguish 
My interest from the general cause of Rome ; 
Or live to see a foreign hostile arm 
Reform th' abuses of our land of freedom. 



But 'tis in vain, I find, to. reason more. 
Is there no way to reach thy filial heart, 
Once fam'd as much for piety as courage ? 
Oft hast thou justly triumph'd, Coriolanus; 
Now yield one triumph to thy widow'd mother ; 
And send me back amidst the loud acclaims. 
The grateful transports of deliver'd Rome, 
The happiest far, the most renown'd of women ! 



[ Pausing* 



I CORIOLANUS. 



Why, why, Veturia, wilt thou plead in vain ? 

TULLUS, aside to VOhUSlVS. 

See, see, Volusius, how the strong emotions 
Of powerful nature shake hk inmost soul ! . 



C0R10LAK0& 25r 

See how they tear him.-^If he long resists them, * 
He is a god, of something worse than man. 

VETURJA. 

O Marcius. Marcius ! canst thou treat me thus ? 

Canst thou complain of Rome's ingratitude, 

Yet be to me so cruelly ungrateful i 

To me ! who anxious rear'd thy youth to glory ? 

Whose only joy, these many years, has been, 

To boast that Coriolanus was my son ? 

And dost thou then renounce me for thy mother ? 

Spurn me before these chiefs, before those soldiers, . 

That weep thy stubborn cruelty ? Art thou 

The hardest man to me in this assembly f 

Look at me ! Speak ! 

[Pansingy during which he appcart in 
great agitation. 
Still dost thou turn away ? 
Inexorable ? silent ? — ^Then, behold me, 
Behold thy mother, at whose feet thou oft 
Hast kneel'd with fondness, kneeling now at thine^ 
Wetting thy stern tribunal with her tears. 

coRiotANtTs. [Raises her, 

Veturia, rise. I cannot see thee thus. 
It is a sight uncomely, to behold 
My mother at my feet, and that to urge 
A suit, relentless honour must refuse. 

voLUMNiA. [Advancing. 

Since, Coriolanus, thou dost still retain. 
In spite of all thy mother now has pleaded. 
Thy dreadful purpose, ah I how much in vain 
Were it for me to join my supplications ! 
The voice of thy Volumnia, once so pleasing; 
How shall it hope to touch the husband's heart, 
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When proof sigaiodt the tears of suph a parent i 
I dare not urge what to thy mother thou 
So firmly hast deny'd— — — But I must weep 
Must weep, if not thy harsh severity. 

At least thy situation. O permit me 

[Taking kis hand. 
To shed my gushing tears upon thy hand ! 
To press it with the cordia ' lips of love ( 
And take my last farewel I 

CORIOLANUS. 

Yet, yet, my soul. 



Be firm, and persevere- 



VOLUMNiA. 

Ah Coriolanus ! 
ts then this hand, this hand to be devoted. 
The pledge of nuptial love^ that has so long 
Protected, bless'd, and sheltered us with kindness. 
Now lifted up against us ? Yet I love it, 
And, with submissive veneration, bow 
Beneath th' affliction which it heaps upon us. 
But O ! what nobler transports would it give thee t 
What joy beyond expression ! couldst thou once 
Surmount the furious storm of fierce revenge. 
And yield ye to the charms of love and mercy. 
Oh make the glorious trial ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Moti^er ! wife ! 
Are all the powers of Nature leagued against n^e ? 
I cannot ! will not — ^Le^ye me, my Vol^mnja ! ^ 

VOLUMNIA. 

Well, I obey — ^How bitter thus to part f 
Upon such terms to part ! perhaps for ever ! 
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But tell me, ere I hence unroot my feet, 

When to my lonely home I shall return, 

What from their father, to our little slaves, 

Unconscious of the shame to which you doom them. 

What shall I say ? 

[ Pausing : He highlif agitated. 

Nay, tell me, Coriolanus ! 

• COttlOLAXlJS. 

Tell thee I What shall I tell thee ? See these tears ! 
These tears will tell thee what exceeds the power 
Of words to speak, whate'er the son, the husband, 
And father, in one complicated pang. 
Can feel — But leave me ;«-even in pity leave 1 
Cease, cease to torture me, my dear Volumnia I 
You only tear my heart \ but cannot shake it \ 
For by th' immortal gods, the dread avengers 
Of broken faith! 

VOLUMNIA. [Kneeimg^ 

Oh swear not, Coriolanus ! 
O vow not our destruction ! 

• VETURIA. 

Daughter rise* 
Let us no more before the Volscian people 

» 

Expose ourselves a specucle of shame. ; 

It is in vain we try to melt a breast, 

That to the best affections Nature gives us. 

Prefers the worst— -Hear me proud man ! I have 

A heart as stout as thine. I came not hither. 

To be sent back rejected, baffled, diam^d, 

Hateful to Rome, because I am thy mother : 

A Roman matron knows, in such extremes. 

What part to take — And thus I came provided. 

[ Drawing from wider her robe a dagger. 
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Go ! barbarous son ! go ! double parricide I 
Rush o*er my corse to thy belov'd revenge ! 
Tread on the bleeding breast of her, to whom 
Thou ow'st thy life ! — ^Lo, thy first victim ! 

CORIOLANUS. 

Ha! [ Seizing her hand* 
What dost thou mean ? 

VETURIA. 

To die, while Rome is free. 
To seize the moment ere thou art her tyrant. 

CORIOLANUS. 

O use thy power more justly ! Set not thus 
My treacherous heart in arms against my reason. 
Here! here! thy dagger will be well employed; 
Strike here ! and reconcile my fighting duties. 

VETURIA. 

OflP! Set me free! — Think'st thou that grasp, which 

binds 
My feeble hand, can fetter too my will ? 
No, my proud son ! Thou canst not make me live. 
If Rome must fall ! — ^No power on earth can do it ! 

CORIOLANUS. • 

Pity me, generous Volsci ! — You are men — 
Must it then be ? — ^Confusion \ — ^Do I yield ? 
What is it ? Is it weakness ? Is it virtue ?-^ 
Well !— 

VETUAIA. 

What? Speak! 

CORIOLAKUS. 

O, no ! — ^my stifled w;ords refuse 
A passage to the throes that wring my heart. 



CORIOLAM7S. y>i 

VETURIA. 

Nay, if thou yieldest, yield like Coriolanus ; 
And what thou do'st, do nobly ! 

c o li I o L A N u s. [ Quitting her hand. 

There !— Tis done !— 
Thine is the triumph, Nature ! 

[ To Veturia, in a low tone of voice. 

Ah Veturia ! 
Rome by thy aid is savM'-^bat thy son lost. 

VETURIA. 

He never can be lost, who saves his country. 

CORIOLANUS. [ Turning to the Roman Ladies. 

Te matrons, guardians of the Roman safety, 
Tou to the senate may report this answer. 
We grant the truce you ask. But on these terms : 
That Rome, mean-time, shall to a peace agree. 
Fair, equal, just, and such as may secure 
The safety, rights, and honour of the Volsci. 

[To the troops^ 
Volsci, we raise the siege. Go, and prepare. 
By the first dawn, for your return to Antium. 

[ As the troops retire, and Coriolanus turns to the 
Roman Ladies; 

TULLUs. [To VolusiaSf aside. 

Tis as we wish'd, Vdusius — ^To your station. 
But mark me well— Till thou shalt hear my call, 
I charge thee not to stir. One ofier more 
My honour bids me make to this proud man. 
Before we strike the blow — ^If he rejects it. 
His blood be on his head. 
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VOLU81US. 

Well ! I obey you. 

[He goes ovf. 

CORIOLAXUS, 

Be it thy care, Galesus, that a safeguard 
Attend these noble matrons back to Rome. 



SCENE U. 



CORIOLANUS, TULLU5, 



COaiOLAXUS. 

I plainly, Tullus, by your looks discern 
You disapprove my conduct. 

TULLUS. 

Caius MarciuB, 
I mean not to assail thee with the clamour 
Of loud reproaches, and the war of words ; 
But, pride apart, and all that can pervert 
The light of steady reason, here to make 
A candid fair proposal. 

COIIIOLANTJS. 

Speaks I hear thee. 

TULLUS. 

I need not tell the^, that I have performed 
My utmost promise. Thou Jiast been pro^cted $ 
Hast had thy amplest, most ambitious wish : 
Thy wounded pride is heal'd, thy dear revenge 
Completely sated ^ and,* to crown thy fortune, 
At the same time, thy peace with Rome restor'd. 
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Thoti art no more a Volscian^ but a Roman. 
Return, return ; thy duty calls upon thee. 
Still to protect the city thou hast sav'd : 
It still may be in danger from our arms. 

CORIOLANirS. 

Insolent man ! Is this thy fait proposal ? 

TULLUS. 

Be patient — Hear me speak — I have already 
From Rome protected thee 1 Now from the Volsci, 
From their just vengeance, I will still protect thee. 
Retire. I will take care thou may'st with safety. 

CORIOLANUS. 

With safety! — ^Heav*ns ! -^ And think'st thou, Corio- 

lanus 
Will stoop to thee for safety ? No ! my safeguard 
I« in myself, a bosom void of blame. 
And tlxe great gods, protectors of the just.— - 
O 'tis an act of cowardice and baseness. 
To seize the very time my hands were fetter'd. 
By the strong chain of former obligations. 
The safe sure moment to insult me -^ Gods ! 
Were I now free, as on that day I was. 
When at Corioli I tam'd thy pride. 
This had not been. 

TULLUS. 

Thou speak'st die truth : It had not. 
O for that time again ! Propitious gods. 
If you will Ues8 me, grant it I — Know, for that| 
For that dear purpose, I have now propos'd 
Thou sbould'st return. I, pray th^e, Marcius, do it ! 
And we shall meet again on nobler terms. 
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When to the Volsci I liave cleared my faith, 
Doubt not I shall find means to meet thee nobly. 
We then our generous quarrel may decide 
In the bright firont of some embattled field. 
And not in private brawls, like fierce barbarians. 

TULLUS. 

Thou canst not hope acquittal from the Volsci* 

COKIOLANUS. 

I do : Nay more, expect their approbation. 

Their thanks ! I will obtain them such a peace 

As thou durst never ask ; a perfect union 

Of their whole nation with imperial Rome 

In all her pritileges, all her rights. ' 

By the just gods, I will ! What would'st thou more i 

TULLUS. 

What would I more ! Proud Roman ; This I would ; 
Fire the cursM'forest where these Roman wolves 
Haunt aAd infest their nobler neighbours round them ; ' ' 
Extirpate from the4x)som of this land, 
A false perfidious people, who, beneath 
The mask of freedom, arc a combination ' ^' 

Against^the liberty of human-kind, • t .: ,.,* ;.r ^^ 

The genuine seed of outlaws and of robbers. -^* .* '- 

CORIOLANUS. 

The seed of gods ! Tis not for thee, vain boaster ! 

»Tis not for such as thou, so often sparM 

By her victorious sword, 'to talk of Rome, " ' 

But with respect and awful veneration. 

Whate'ei; her blots,. whate?er her giddy factions, 

.; , . V .. .;.,rf»iA ■{••■ Y » -^ «.-»i j«Ji»«. «-iA'.«^ j'^"*- '—V*^- 'V v#? ■ 
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Theie U more virtue ki one sii^ year 
Of Roman slpryt tkm ywr Vobciaa antial| 
Can boast thro* all your croepit^ 4aifc dmat^oa I 

TULLtJS. 

I thank thy rage. This full displays the traitor. 

CO&IOLANUS. 

Ha! traitor! 

TULLUS. 

First, to thy own country, traitor ! 
And traitor, now, to mine I 

COaiOLAKUS. 

Te heavenly Powers I 
I shall break loose«-My rage^-But let us part-v* 
liest my rash hand should do a hasty deed 
^y cooler thought forbids. 

TULLVS. 

Begone — ^Retuni«>ii» 
To head the Roman troops. I grant thee qiuttantv 
Full and complete of all those obligations 
Tliou hast so oft insultmgly complained 
Fettered thy hands^ "^ W ^^^ ^^ ^^* ^ court 
The worst thy sword can do i whilst thou from me 
Hast nothing to expect but sure destruction. 
Quit then this hostile camp. Once mote 1 tell thie> 
Thou an not here one single hour in safety. 

. CORIOLANVS^ 

Think^st lihou 10 {iri^t me l^sncc ? 



TUIX0S. 



Thou wilt not take th« safety whidi I offer? 
TOL. III. ac 



3o6 CORIOLANU& 

CORIOLAKU8. 

Till I have ckarM my honour in your council. 
And prov'd before them all, to thy confusion, 
The falsehood of thy charge ; as soon in battle 
I would before thee fly, and howl for mercy. 
As quit the station they have here assign'd me« 

TCJLLUS, 

Volusius! Hoa! 



SCENE m. 

To them Volusius, and Conspirators^ nmth their swords 

drawn* 

* 

TULLUS. 

Seize and secure the traitor ! 

rORIOLAVUS. 

[^Laying his ban4 tfpw bis fyford» 
Who dares approach me, dies ! ^ 

VOLUSIUft. 

Diethoxif 

[^4^ Ponohnns draws his /word, yolvidi}X$ and 
. the Qmfpirators rmh upon and stab him^ ^TuUitf 
standing ^witbofst haying drawn his snf^ord., x 

CORIOLAKUS. 

. ■• " ■ * 

Ji £ndeavoi^f^ ^^fi?^ H^^* 

Off!— Villains I 
iPaUing. 

O muittering tiai^ ! Asiasonatiiig cowards ! [Dm^ 
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SCENE IV. 

[Upon the nmeofthe tumult^ enter^ hastily to them Galesus, 
the other d^utUs of the Volscian States^ Officers^ frieni/t 
of Coriolanus, and Titus vnth a large band of soldier. 

OALE8US. 

• f As he enters. 
Arc wc a nation rul'd by laws, or fury ? 
How ? whence this tumult ? [ Pausing* 

Gods I what do I see ? 
The noble Marcius slain ! 

TULLUS. 

You see a traitor 
Funish'd as he deserv'd, the Roman yoke 
That.thrall'd us broken, and the Volsci free !• 

GALESUS. 

Hear me, great Jove ! Hear, all you injured Powers 

Of friendship, hospitality, and faith ! 

By that heroic blood, which from the ground. 

Reeking to you for vengeance cries, I swear ! 

This impious breach of your eternal laws. 

This daring outrage on the Volscian honour. 

Shall find in me a rigorous avenger I 

On the same earth, polluted by their crime, 

I will not live with these unpunish'd ruffians ! 

TULLUS. 

^tliis deed is mine : I claim It all !— These men. 
These valiant men^ were but my instruments. 

To punish him who to our face betrayed us. 

•■"•■ •* I* 
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We shall not fear to answer to the Volsci, 
In a full council of the states at Antium ! 
The glorious charge of having stabb'd their traitor I 

6ALE8VS. 

Titus, tin then secure them. 

[ Tullus and Corupirators are led (^, 
[Galesus standing over the hodtf of CoriolanuSy 
after a short pause f proceeds, 

Volscian fathers, i 

And ye, brave soldiers, see an awful scene. 
Demanding serious solemn meditation. 

This man was once the glory of his age, ' 

l)isinterested, just, with every virtue j 

Of civil life adom'd, in arms unequall'd. i 

His only blot was diis ) Aat, much provok'd, 
He raisM his vengeful arm against his country. 
And, lo I the righteous gods have now chastis'd Mm, 
Even by the hands of those for whom he fought. , 

Whatever private views and passimia plead. 
No cause can justify so black a deed : 
These, when the angry tempest clouds the soul* 
May darken reason, and her course controul i 
But when the prospect clears, her startled eye 
Must from the treacherous gulph with horror fiy, 
On whose wild wave, by stormy passions tost, 
Sp many hapless wretches have been lost* 
Then be this truth the star by which we steer, 
Jhvf ourselves our CouNTRt shcu/d be dear. 
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Well ! Gentlemen ! and are you ttUl so vain 

To treat our sex with arrogant disdain ; 

And think, to you alone by partial HeaVen, 

Superior sense and sovereign power are given ; 

When in the story told to-night, you find, 

With what a boundless sway we rule the mind, 

And, by a few soft words of ours, with ease. 

Can turn the proudest hearts just where we please f 

If an old mother had such powerful charms. 

To stop a stubborn Roman's conquering arms,-^ 

Soldiers and statesmen of these days, with you 

What think you would a fair young mistress do } 

If with my grave discourse, and wrinkled face, 

I thus could bring a hero to disgrace, 

How absolutely may I hope to reign, 

Now I am tum'd to my own shape again ! 

However, I will use my empire well ; 

And, if I have a certain magic spell 

Or in my tongue, or wit, or shape, or eyes, 

Which can subdue the strong, and fool the wise, 

Be not alarm'd : I will not interfere 

In state affairs, nor undertake to steer 

The helm of government,-<-as we are told 

These female politicians did of old : 



EPILOGUE. 

Socb dangerous heights I never wish to climb 
Tbauk Heaven I better can employ my tim( 
Ask you to what my power I shall apply ? 
To make my subjects blest, -is my i&pfy* 
My purposes are gracious all, aud kind. 
Some may be told— And some may be divin'd : 
One, which at prei^nt I have most at hearty 
To you without reserve, I will impart : 
It is my sovereign will,— Hear, and obey,— 
That yon with candour treat this Orphan Flay* 



THE END. 
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